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Thomph, mj Britain ! thou Hast one to show, 
I'o whom all scenes of Europe homagfl owe. 
He was not of an age, but for all time. — 

Nature herself was proud of his designs. 
And joy'd to wear the dressing of his lines ; 
Which were so richly spun, and woven so fit. 

Ben Jonson 
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HiSTOMCAL NOTICE 
MACBETH. 



Malone has assigned to the year 1606 the compose 
tion of this great effort of our author's genius, which 
has heen regarded as the medium of dexterous and 
graceful flattery to James I. a lineal descendant of 
Banquo, who is charged by the old historians with a 
participation in the murder of Duncan, although fur 
▼ery obvious reasons Shakspeare has here represented 
him as innocent of that cruel deed. 

The original narrative of these events is contained 
in the Scotorum Historiat of Hector Boethius, whence 
it was translated into the Scottish dialect by John 
Bellenden, and afterwards into English by Holinshed, 
from whose Chronicles Shakspeare closely followed it. 
The awful incantations and mysterious agency of the 
witches in this tragedy could not fail to be highly 
gratifying to the pedantic vanity of a monarch, whose 
prejudices in favor of the reality of witchcraft or 
enchantment are well known. 

* This play,' says Dr. Johnson, * is deservedly cele- 
brated for the propriety of its fictions, and solemnity, 
grandeur, and variety of its acticA ; but it has no nice 
discriminations of character: the events are too great 
to admit the influence of particular dispositions; and 
the course of the action necessarily determines the 
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4 HISTORICAL NOTICB. 

conduct of tbe agents. The danger of ambition is well 
described ; and I know not whether it may not be said, 
in defence of some parts which now seem improbable, 
that in Shakspeare's time it was necessary to warn 
credulity against vain and illusive predictions. The 
passions are directed to their true end. Lady Macbeth 
is merely detested ; and though the courage of Mac- 
beth preserves some esteem, yet every reader rejoices 
at his fall/ 
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ARGUMENT. 



Duncan, king of Scotland, is rescued from the calamities of 
foreign invasion and domestic treason by the valor of his 
generals Macbeth and Banquo, who, after the defeat of the 
en6my, are retoming in triumph, when they are arrested in 
their progress by three witches, who salute Macbeth by the 
titles of Cawdor and king ; at the same time foretelling that 
Banquo shall be the father of a race of kings, although he 
shall never be in possession of the crown. After the an- 
nouncement of these prophecies, the witches vanish, and 
messengers arive from Duncan with the intelligence that 
the rebellious thane of Cawdor is condemned to death, and 
that his title is conferred on Macbeth, whose ambition is 
now paoting for the fulfilment of the remainder of the pre- 
diction : overcome by th^e suggestions of his wife, be mur- 
ders his sovereign in his sleep, during a visit with which 
he honors him. By the artful contrivances of the guilty 
pair, the king's two sons are suspected of parricide, and 
compelled to purchase their safety by flight. The sovereignty 
now devolves on Macbeth, who, fearful of the prophecy 
which assigns the crown to the posterity of Banquo, re- 
solves to free himself of his apprehensions by the assas- 
sination both of him and his only son : the father is slain, but 
his son Fleance escapes under favor of the night. In the 
mean time, Malcolm, the eldest son of Duncan, resides in 
the English court, under the protection of Edward the Con- 
fessor, who raises a large army in his behalf, which is 
strengthened by the arrival of Macduff, the thane of Fife, 
who, in consequence of Macbeth's jealousy, is compelled to 
quit his country : after his departure, the inhuman tyrant 
wreaks his vengeance on that nobleman's wife and children, 
all of whom he causes to be murdered. The two friends, 
with their English auxiliaries, now proceed towards Scot- 
land, where Ibey are joined by a number of discontented 
nobles. Macbeth is defeated and slain ; his wretched wife 
puts a period to her existence ; and Malcolm is restored to 
the throne of his ancestors. 



d by Google 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Duncan, king of Scotlnod, 
Malcolm, > . . 

DONALBAIN, r^« ^^'^^ 
Itf ACB£TIi "i 

Banquo/ 5 generals of the king's army. 
Macdvff, "^ 

JjENOX, # 

ROSSE, \ ,, -« , , 

Mi-NTETH, >°oWemen of Scotland. 

Angus, V 

Cathness, >' 

Flsance, son to Banquo. 

SiWARo, earl of Northumberliuid, general of the English 

forces. 
Young Siward, his son. 
Sbyton, an officer attending on Macbeth. 
Son to Macduff. 
An English Doctor. A Scotch Doctor . 

A SOLDISR. A PORTBR. An OLD MaK. 

Laot Macbeth. 

J^DY Macduff. 

Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 

HfiCATE, and threb Witches. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, Atteudanu, 
and Messengers. 

The Ghost of Banquo, and several other Apparitions. 

Scene, in the end of the fourth act, lies in England ; through 
the rest of the play, in Scotland ; and, chiefly, at Macbeth 's 
castle. 
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MACBETH. 



ACT I. 

SCKKB r. 

An open place. Thunder and iightninef. 

Enter threb witches. 

1 Witch, When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning* or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hnrlyburly 's » done ; 
When the battle 's lost and won. 

3 Witch. That will be ere the set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the pkce ? 

2 Witch. Upon the heath t 

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 
1 Witch. I come, Ghaymalkin ! 

All. Paddock calls :— Anon.— ► 
Fair is fonl, and foul is fair : 
iover through the fog and fihhy air. 

[Witches vani 



Tumult. 
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8 MACBETH, ACT I. 

8CBNB II. 

A camp near Fores. Alarum within^ 

Enter dxtncan, malcolm, donalbatn, lbnox^ with 
Attendants, meeting a bleeding soldibr. 

Dun. What bloody man is that ? He can report. 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai. This is the sergeant. 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
'(Jainst my captivity. — ^Hail, brave friend I 
Say to the king tlie knowlege of the broil. 
As thou didst leave it. 

SoL Doubtful it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together. 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that,* 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him^ from the western isles 
Of Kernes and Gallowglasses is supplied ;^ 
And Fortune, on his damned quarrel ' smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel's whore : but all 's too weak : 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name) 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish'd steel. 
Which smoked with bloody execution. 



< In addition to that. 

* i. 6. is supplied with light and heayy-armed infantry. 

' Caaae. 
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' SCENE II. MACBETH. 9 

like Valor's minion. 

Carved out his passage, till he faced the slave ; 
And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him. 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps. 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 

Sol. As whence the sun 'gins his reflexion 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seem'd to 

come. 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark : 
No sooner justice had, with valor arm'd. 
Compelled these skipping Kernes to trust their 

, heels ; 
But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage. 
With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of men. 
Began a fresh assault. 

Dun. Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 

Sol. Yes; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
If I say sooth, 1 I must report they were 
As cannons overcharged with double cracks » 
So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 
Or memorise another Golgotha, 
I cannot tell : 



» Truth. 
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I 
10 MACBETH. ACT I. J 

But I am faint ; my gashes cry for help. f 
Dun, So well thy words become thee as thy 

wounds ; I 

They smack of honor both. — Go, get him surgeons. i 

lEifit Soldier, attended. \ 

Enter bosse. 

Who comes here ? 

MaL The worthy thane ot Rosse. 

Len, What a haste looks through his eyes ! So 
should he look, 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Rosse, God save the king \ 

Dun, Whence camest thou, worthy thane ? 

Rosse, From Fife, great king. 

Where the Norweyan banners flout * the sky. 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himself, with terrible numbers. 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor. 
The thane of Cawdor, 'gan a dismal conflict ; 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom,* lapp'd in proof,' 
Confi-onted him with self-comparisons,* 
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude. 
The victory fell on us ; 

Dun, Great happiness ! 



1 Mock, d«fy. ' Macbeth* 

* Defended by armoar of proof. 

* Showed be was his equal. 
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SCENB III. MACBETH. 11 

Rosse, That now 
Sweno, the Norwaya* king, craves composition ; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his inen. 
Till he disbursed, at Saint Colmes' inch, 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Dun, No more that thane of Cawdor shall d«* 
ceive 
Our bosom interest. — Go, pronounce his present 

death. 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 
Rosse. I '11 see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth hath 
won. ' [Ejceunt. 

SCENB III. 

A heath. Thunder. 
Enter three witches. 

1 Witch. Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2 Witch. Killing swine. 

3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A sailor's wife had chesnuts in her lap, 
And mounch'd, and mounch'd, and mounch'd. — 

* Give me,' quoth I : 
* Aroint thee,* witch ! ' the rump-fed ronyon « cries. 
Her husband 's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger; 
But in a sieve I 'U thither sail. 
And, like a rat without a tail. 



* Avaunt, begone. ' The scuryy woman fed on offalt. 
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12 MACBBTH. ACT f, 

I'Udo, ITldo. andlTldo. 

2 Witch. I *11 give thee a wind. 
1 Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

1 Witch. I myself have all the other ; 
And the very ports they blow. 

All the quarters that they know 
r the shipman's card.^ 
I will drain him dry as hay : 
Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 
Hang upon his penthouse lid ; 
He shall live a man forbid : ^ 
Weary seven-nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine. 
Though his bark cannot be lost. 
Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. 
Look what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck'd, as homeward he did come, [drum within, 

3 Witch. A drum, a drum ; 
Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weird ' sisters, hand in hand. 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about : 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine. 
And thrice again, to make up nine. 
Peace ! — ^the charm 's wound up. 



> The sailor*8 chart. • Accursed. > Proiibetic. 
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6t:y,2iR III. MACBETH. 13 

Enter macbeth and ban quo. 

Macb, So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Ban. How far is 't call'd to Fores? — What are 
these, 
So mther'd, and so wild in their attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on 't ? — ^Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand 

. . me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips. — You should be women. 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 

Macb. Speak, if you can : — ^what are you ? 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane 

of Glamis ! 

2 Witch. AU hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane 

of Cawdor ! 

3 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! that shalt be king 

hereafter. 
Ban, Good sir, why do you start, and seem to 

fear 
Things that do sound so fair ? I' the name of truth. 
Are ye fantastical,^ or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great predictaon 
Of noble having,* and of royal hope. 



• Creatures of f&ntasy or imagination. • Fortune. 
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16 MACBETH. ACT U 

Only to herald thee into his sight. 
Not pay thee. 

Mosse, And, for an earnest of a greater honor. 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb, The thane of Cawdor lives ; why do you 
dress me 
In borrowed robes ? 

Aug, . Who was the thane, lives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was com- 
bined 
With those of Norway ; or did line * the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both 
He labor'd in his country's wreck, 1 know not ; 
But treasons capital, confess'd and proved. 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb, Glamis, and thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind. — ^Thanks for your pains.— 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me 
Promised no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home,^ 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown. 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm. 



' Strengthen. ' Intirely relied an. 
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8CBNE III. MACBETH. 17 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequence. — 
Cousins, a word, I ptay you. 

Mach, Two truths are told. 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme. — I thank you, gentlemen. — 
This supernatural soliciting ^ 
Cannot be ill, cannot be good. If ill. 
Why hath it given me earnest of success, 
Commencing in a truth ? I am thane of Cawdor. 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion,* 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair. 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature ? Present fears * 
Are less than horrible imaginings. 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical. 
Shakes so my single state of man, that function 
Is smother'd in surmise,^ and nothing is 
But what is not. 

Ban, Look, how our partner 's rapt ! 

Macb, If chance wiU have me king, why, chance 
may crown me. 
Without my stir. 

Ban, New honors come upon him 



* Incitement. ^ Temptation. 

' The actual presence of objects of terror. 

* The powers of action are oppressed by conjectures con- 
cerning the future. 



6HAK. VI. 
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18 MACBETH. ACT I. 

Like our Btrange ganuents; cleave not to their 

mould. 
But with the aid of use. 

Macb. Come what come may, 

Time and the houp^ runs through the roughest day. 
Ban. Worthy Macheth» we stay upon your lei- 
sure. 
Macb, Give me your favor : * — ^my duU brain was 
wrought * 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your psdns 
Are registered where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. Let us toward the king. — 
Think upon what hath chanced ; and, at more time. 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Ban, Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Fores. A room in the palace. 

Florish. Enter duncan, malcolm, donalbain, . 
LENOX, and Attendants. 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are not 
Those in commission yet returned ? 

Mai. My liege, 

They are not yet come back : but I have spoke 



> Tune and opportunity. ' Pardon. ' Agitated, 
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fiCENE IV. MACBETH. 19 

With one that saw him die ; who did report. 
That' very frankly he confessed his treasons. 
Implored your highness' pardon, and set forth 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it ; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death, 
To throw away the dearest thing he owed,i 
As 'twere a careless trifle. 

Dun, There 's no art. 

To find the mind's construction in the face.* 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. — O worthiest cousin ! 

Enter magbeth, banquo, rossb, and angis. 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me. Thou art so far before, 
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deservei^ ; 
That the proportion both of thanks and pa3niient 
Might have been mine ! only I ^Ave left to say. 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 
Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe. 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part 
Is to receive our duties ; and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children and servants. 



' OwDed, possessed. 

• We cannot discover the. disposition of the mind by the 
lineaments of the face. 
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20 MACBETH. ACT I. 

Which do but what they should, by doing every 

thing 
Safe toward your love and honor. 

Dun. Welcome hither : 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labor 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 
No less to have done so ; let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. My plenteous joys. 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 
And you whose places are the nearest, know. 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The prince of Cumberland ; which honor must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only ; 
But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us farther to you. 

Macb. The rest is labor, which is not used for 
you: 
I '11 be myself the harbinger, and make jojrful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 
So humbly take my leave. 

Dun. My worthy Cawdor ! 

Macb. The prince of Cumberland! — That is a 
step. 
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SCENE V. MACBETH. 21 

On wliich I must fall down, or else o'erleap, [aside. 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires': 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand ; yet let that be. 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 

Dun» True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so valiant ; * 
And in his commendations I am fed :l 
It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome. 
It is a peerless kinsman. [florish. Exeunt. 



SCENE V. 

Inverness. A room in Macbeth* s castle* 

Enter lady macbeth, reading a letter. 

L. Macb. ' They met me in the day of success ; 
and I have learned by the perfectest report,* they 
have more in them than mortal knowlege. When I 
burned in desire to question them farther, they 
made themselves — air, into which they vanished. 
Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, came mis- 
sives 3 from the king, who all-hailed me, • Thane of 
Cawdor ;' by which title, before, these weird sisters 
saluted me, and referred me to the coming on of 
time, with, ' Hail, king that shalt be ! ' This have 



> Full as valiant as described. ^ Best intelligence 

3 Messengers* 
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22 MACBETH. ACT I. 

I thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner 
of greatness, that thou mightest not lose the dues 
of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is 
promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.* 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 

What thou art promised. — Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness. 

To catch the nearest way. Thou wouldst be great ; 

Art not without ambition, but without 

The illness should attend it. What thou wouldst 

highly, 
rhat wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play false. 
And yet wouldst wrongly win : thou 'dst have, great 

Glamis, 
That which cries, 'Thus thou must do, if thou 

have it ; 
And that which rather thou dost fear to do. 
Than wishest should be undone.' Hie thee hither. 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 
And chastise with the valor of my tongue 
AU that impedes thee from the golden round,^ 
Which fate and metaphysical ^ aid doth seem 
To have thee crown'd withal. What is your tidings ? 

Enter an attendant. 

Att. The king comes here to-night. 

L. Macb. Thou 'rt mad to say it. 



1 Diadem. ^ Supernatural. 
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SCENE v. MACBETH. 23 

Is not thy master with him ? who, were *t so. 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Att, Sq please you, it is true; our thane is 
coming: 
One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 
Who, almost dead for breath, had iBcarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

X. Macb. Grive him tending ; 

He brings great news, llie raven himself is hoarse, 

[Exit Attendant. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal ^ thoughts, unsex me here ; 
And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top-fuU 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood ; 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; * 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's breasts. 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers. 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief ! Come, thick night. 
And pall ^ thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ; 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes. 
Nor Heaven peep through the blanket of the dark. 
To cry, 'Hold, hold!'— Great Glands! worthy 
Cawdor ! 



• Murderous. » Pit¥ » Wrap. 
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Enter macbeth. 



Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb. My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

X. Macb. And when goes hence ? 

Macb, To morrow, — as he purposes. 

L, Macb, O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
It our face,* my thane, is as a book, where men 
May read strange matters. To beguile the time. 
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent 

flower. 
But be the serpent under it. He that *s coming 
Must be provided for ; and you shall put 
This night's great business into my despatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb. We will speak farther. 

L. Macb, Only look up clear ; 

To alter favor ^ ever is to fear. 
Leave all the rest to me. ISaeunt. 



' Look, countenance. 
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scsyE vi. 

The same. Before the castle. 

Hautboys. Servants of Macbeth attending. 

Enter ditncan, malcolm, donalbain, banquo, 
LENOX, MACDUFF, ROSSE, ANGUS, and Attcndatits. 

Dun, This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. This guest of summer, 

llie temple-haunting martlet, does approve. 
By his loved mansionry, that the heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze. 
Buttress, nor coigne of vantage,^ but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant cradle : 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observed. 
The ur is delicate. 

Enter lady macbeth. 

Dun. See, see ! our honored hostess ! 

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you. 
How you shall bid God yield * us for your pains. 
And thank us for your trouble. 

L. Macb. All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double. 



• ConTenieit corner. ^ Reward. 
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Were poor and single business, to contend 
Against those honors deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house. For those of old. 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them. 
We rest your hermits.* 

Dun. Where 's the thane of Cawdor ? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess. 
We are your guest to-night. 

X. Mach, Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in 

compt,* 
To make their audit at your highness' pleasure. 
Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host ; we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
Uy your leave, hostess. [Exeunt. 



> Hermits, fur beadsineiu 
• Subject to account. 
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SCENE VII. 

The same, A room in the castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the 
stage, a Sewer,^ and divers Servants with dishes 
and service. Then enter macbeth. 

Macb. If it were done, when 'tis done, then 
'twere well 
It were done quickly. If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and, the end-all here. 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — ' 
We 'd jump the life to come. — ^But, in these cases. 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He 's here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject. 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host. 
Who should against his murderer shut the door. 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
WiU plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 



' A servant, whose office it was to place the dishes on the 
table. 
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The deep damnation of his taking -off: 
And pity, like a naked new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's chenibin, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air,^ 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself, ' 
And falls on the other. — How now ! what news ? 

Enter lady macbeth. 

L, Macb, He has almost supp'd : why have you 
left the chamber ? 

Mach, Hath he ask*d for me ? 

X. Mach. Know you not, he has ? 

Mach. We will proceed no farther in this busi- 
ness: 
He hath honored me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people. 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside so soon. 

L. Mach. Was the hope drunk. 

Wherein you dress*d yourself ? hath it slept since ? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time. 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valor. 
As thou art in desire ? Wouldst thou have that 



1 The invisible winds. 
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Which thou esteem*8t the ornament of life. 
And live a coward in thine own esteem ; 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would. 
Like the poor cat i' the adage ? 

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. 

i. Macb. What beast was 't then. 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 
Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere,* and yet you would make both : 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness 

now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me : 
1 would, while it was smiling in my face. 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums. 
And dash*d the brains out, had I so sworn, a« 

you 
Have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

L. Macb. We fail ! 

But screw your courage to the sticking-place. 
And we '11 not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 



» Cohere. 
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Will I with wine and wassel * so convince,* 
That memory, the warder ^ of the brain. 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only.* When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures He, as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? * 

Macb, Bring €orth men-children only ! 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received,^ 
When we have marked with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers. 
That they have done 't ? 

L, Macb. Who dares receive it othei. 

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb, I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart dotli 
know. [Exeunt. 



* Intemperance. * Overpower. ' Sentinel. 

* A Umbeck is avegsel through which distilled liqaors pass 
into the recipient. • Murder. • Supposed. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

The same. Court within the casile. 

Enter banquo and fleance, and a Servant with a 
torch before them. 

Ban, How goes the night, boy ? 

Fie. The moon is down ; I have not heard the 
clock. 

Ban, And she goes down at twelve. 

Fie. I take 't, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword : — ^There 's husbandry ^ 
in heaven ; 
Their candles are all out. — ^Take thee that too. 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon i^ie. 
And yet I would not sleep. Merciful powers ! 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword ; — 

Enter macbbth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Who *s there ? 
Macb, A friend. 

Ban, What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's 
a-bed. 

1 Thrift. 
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He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your officers : ^ 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content.^ 

Macb. Being unprepared, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Wliich else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All 'swell. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 
To you they have show'd some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 
Would spend it in some words upon that business. 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind'st leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent, — when 
'tis. 
It shall make honor for you. 

Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised, and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counsel'd. 

Macb. Good repose the while ! 

Ban. Thanks, sir ; the like to you ! [^Exit Banquo. 

Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, When my drink is 
ready, 



* OflScers here signify household servants. 
' i. e. content with every thing around him. 
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She sti&e upoii <the beU. Get t^koe to •bed. 

Is this a <lag^r» which J see before jne> 

The han^e toward my hand ? C<»»e, let iv^ cluteh 

thee : 

I have thee not ; and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, faitid virion, sensible 

To feeling as to sight, -or art thou but 

A dagger of t^e mind ; a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 

I see thee yet, :in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshal'st me the way that I was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o* the other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon * gouts ^ of blood. 

Which was not so before. — ^There 's no such thii^g : 

It is the bloody business, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now, o'er the one half world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 

The curtain'd sleep ; now Witchcraft celebarates 

Pale Hecate's offerings ; 8^nd wither'd Murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentmel, the wolf. 

Whose howl's hk watch, thus with his stealthy 

pace. 
With Tarqoin's ravishing strides, towante hi? de- 
sign 



' Haft or handle. « Drops. 
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Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth. 
Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about. 
And take the present horror from the time. 
Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he 

lives ; 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[a bell rings. 
I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell, 
That-summons thee to heaven or to hell. {Lxtr. 



SCENE II. 

7^ same. 

Enter i^adt macbeth. 

L, Mach, That which hath made them drunk, 
hath made me bold ; 
What hath quench'd them, hath given me fire. — 

Hark !— Peace ! 
It was the owl that shriek*d, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stem'st good-night. He is about it : 
The doors are open ; and the surfeited grooms 
vDo mock their charge witli snores. I have drugged 

their possets. 
That death and nature do contend about them. 
Whether they live or die. 

Mach, [withinJ] Who 's there ? — ^what, ho ! 
L, Mach. Alack ! I am afraid they have awaked. 
And 'tis not done : — the attempt, and not the deed. 
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Confounds ns. — Hark ! — I laid their daggers ready ; 
He could not miss them. — ^Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done 't. — ^My husband ? 

Enter macbbth. 

Macb. I have done the deed. Didst thou not 

hear a noise ? 
L, Macb. I heard the owl scream, and the 
crickets cry. 
Did you not speak ? 

Macb. When ? 

L. Macb, Now. 

Macb, As I descended ? 

L^ Macb, Ay. 
Macb. Hark!— 
Who lies i' the second chamber ? 

L. Macb. Donalbain. 

Macb. THs is a sorry sight. 

[looking on his hands. 
L. Macb. A foolish thought, to say a sorry 

sight. 
Macb. There 's one did laugh in his sleep, and 
one cried, * Murder ! ' 
That they did wake each other , I stood and heard 

them: 
But they did say their prayers, and addressed them 
Agam to sleep. 

L. Macb. There are two lodged together. 
Macb. One cried, * God bless us ! ' and, * Amen,* 
the other ; 
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As 1 they had seen me, with these hangman's hands. 
Listening their fear, I conld not say. Amen, 
Wlien they did say, God bless us. 

L. Macb, Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb, But wherefore could not I pronounce. 
Amen? 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

L. Macb, These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Macb, Methought, I heard a voice cry, * Sleep no 
more ! 
Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ; 
Sleep, that knits up the raveFd sleave * of care, 
The death of each day's life, sore labor's hath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's second course. 
Chief nourisher in life's feast ;' — 

L. Macb. What do you mean ? 

Macb, Still it cried, * Sleep no more ! ' to all the 
house : 
* Glamis hath murder'd sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more ; Macbeth shall sleep no more ! ' 

L, Macb. Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane. 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brain- sickly of things. Go, get some water. 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? 



1 A.S if. 3^ Sleave is unwrought silk. 
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They mutt lie there : go, carry them ; and smear 
The sleepy grooms with hlood. 

Macb, I 'U go no more : 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on 't again, I dare not. 

L. Macb, Infirm of purpose ! 

(Hve me the daggers : the sleeping and the dead 
Are hut as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil. If he do hleed, 
I '11 gild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For it must seem their gmlt. 

lExit, Knocking within. 

Macb, Whence is that knocking } 

How is 't with me, when every noise appals me ? 
"What hands are here ? Ha ! they pluck out mine 

eyes ! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this hlood 
Clean from my hand? No; this my hand will 

rather 
The multitudinous seas incamardine« 
Making the green one, red. 

Re-enter lady macbeth. 

L. Macb. My hands are of your color, but I 
shame 

To wear a heart so white, [knock,'] I hear a knock- 
ing 

At the south entry : — retire we to our chamber : 

A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it then ! Your constancy 



d by Google 



38 MACBETH. ACT II. 

Hath left you unattended, — [knocking, 1 Hark ! more 

knocking. 
Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us. 
And $how us to be watchers. Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed* 'twere best not know 

myself. [knock. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking I I would thou 

couldst ! [Exeunt, 

SCBNE III. 

The same. 

Enter pobteb. [knocking within."] 

For. Here *s a knocking, indeed ! If a man were 
porter of hell-gate, he should have old ^ turning the 
key. [knocking.'] Knock, knock, knock. Who 's 
there, i' the name of Beelzebub ? Here 's a farmer, 
. that hanged himself on the expectation of plenty. 
Come in time; have napkins enough about you; 
here you 'U sweat for *t. [knocking J] , Knock, knock. 
Who 's there, i' the other devil's name ? Faith, 
here 's an equivocatur, that could swear in both the 
scales against either scale ; who committed treason 
enough for God's sake, yet could not equivocate to 
Heaven. O, come in, equivocator! [knocking,] 
Knocks knock, knock. Who 's there ? Faith, here '9 



Frequent. 
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an English tailor come hither, for stealing out of a 
French hose. Come in, tailor ; here you may roast 
your goose, [knocking,'] Knock, knock. Never at 
quiet ! What are you ? — ^But this place is too cold 
for hell. 1*11 devil-porter it no farther: I had 
thought to have let in some of all profe^ons, that 
go the primrose ^^ay to the everlasting honfire. 
[knocking.'] Anon, anon : I pray you, remember the 
porter. * [opens the gate. 

Enter macduff and lbnox. 

Macd, Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late ? 

Par. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second 
cock ; 1 and drink, sir, is a great provoker of three 
things. 

Macd. What three things does drink especially 
provoke ? 

Por. Marry, sir> nose-painting, sleep, and turine. 
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it pro- 
vokes the desire, but it takes away the performance : 
therefore much drink may be said to be an equi- 
vocator with lechery: it makes him, and it mars 
him ; it sets him on, and it takes him off; it per- 
suades him, and disheartens him ; makes him stand 
to, and not stand to : in condusion, equivocates him 
in a sleep, and, giving hin^ the lie, leaves him. 



> Three o'clock io the morning. 
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Macd, I beHeTe> drink gave thee thd lie kst 
night. 

For. That it did, sir, i' the very throftt (/ mc : 
but I requited him for his lie ; and, I thinfc, oeing 
too strong for him, though he took up my legi) somo- 
time, yet I made a shift to cast him. 

Maed, Is thy master stirring ? — 
Our knocking has awaked him ; here he comes. 

Enter macbeth. 

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir I 

Mael(. Good-morrow, both ! 

Macd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb, Not yet. 

Macd, He did command me to call timely on 
him : 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Mach, I '11 bring you to him. 

Macd, I know, this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
Rut yet, 'tis one. 

. Mach, The labor we delight in, physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd, I 'U make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited ^ service. [Exit Macduff, 

Len, Goes the king hence to-day ? 

Macb, He does : — he did appoint so. 

Len, The night has been unruly. Where we lay. 
Our chimneys were blown down ; and, as they say, 

1 Appointed. 
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Lamentings heard i* the air ; strange screams of 

death; 
And prophesying, Mrith accents terrible. 
Of dire combustion, and confused events, 
New hatch'd to the woeful time. The obscure bird 
Clamor'd the livelong night : some say, the earth 
Was feveroiis, and did shake. 

Mach. 'Twas a rough nij^lit. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter macdupf. 

Macd, O horror! horror! horror! Tongue, nor 
heart. 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! 

Macb, Len, What 's the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made his master- 
piece. 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Mach, What is 't you say ? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his majesty ? 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy youi 
sight 
With a new Gorgon. — ^Do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then speak yourselves. — Awake ! awake ! — 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Lenojf, 
Ring the alarum-bell : — Murder ! and treason I 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake ofiF this downy sleep, death's counterfeit. 
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And look on death itself ! — ^up, up, and see 

rhe great doom's image ! ^Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights. 
To countenance this horror ! [bell rings. 

Enter ladt macbbth. 

L, Mach. What 's the business. 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak, 

Macd. O gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak : 
The repetition, in a woman's ear. 
Would murder as it fell. O Banquo ! Banquo ! 

Enter banquo. 

Our royal master 's murder'd ! 

L. Macb, Woe, alas I 

What, in our house ? 

Ban, Too cruel, any where. 



Dear Duff, I pr'ythee, contradict thyself. 
And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter macbeth and lbnox. 

Macb. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had lived a blessed time ; for, from this instant. 
There 's nothing serious in mortality : 
All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead : 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to bra? of. 
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Unter malcolm and bonalbaik. 

Dan. What is amiss ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know 't : 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp'd. 

Macd, Your royal father 's murder'd. 

Mai, O, by whom ? 

Len, Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, had 
done 't : 
Their hands and faces were all badged with blood ; 
So were their daggers, which, unwiped, we found 
Upon their pillows. 

They stared, and were distracted ; no man's life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb, O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 

Macd, Wherefore did you so ? 

Macb, Who can be wise, amazed, temperate, and 
furious. 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment ? No man. 
The expedition of my violent love 
Outran the pauser reason. Here lay Duncan, 
His silver sldn laced with his golden blood ; 
And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature. 
For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colors of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : ^ — ^Who could re* 
frain. 



* CoYered with blood to the hUts, 
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That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known ? 

L, Macb. Help me hence, ho ! 

MaccL Look to the lady. 

MaL Why do we hold our tongues, 

That most may claim this argument for ours ? 

Don, What should be spoken 
Here, where our fate, hid in an augre-hole. 
May rush, and seise us ? Let 's away ; our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 

Mai, Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the fopt of motion. 

Ban, Look to the lady : — 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid. 
That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 
And question this most bloody piece of work. 
To know it farther. Feara and scruples shake 

us. 
In the great hand ^ of God I stand ; and, thence. 
Against the imdivulged pretence - I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Macb, And so do L 

AIL So all. 

Macb, Let *s briefly put on manly readiness. 
And meet i' the hall together. 

Ali, Well contented. 

[Exeunt all but Mai, and Don, 



» Power. ^ Desifsn. 
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MaL What will you do ? Let '« mot consort with 
them; 
To show an nnfelt sorrow, is an office 
Which the false man 4oeB «asy. 1 'U to £ngland. 

Don, To Irdiand I : our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 
rhere 's daggers in men's smiles ; the near in blood, 
rhe nearer bloody. 

Mai. This murderous shaft that 's sfaot^ 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking. 
But shift away. There 's warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when tiiere 's no mercy left. 

[Exeunt,, 

SCENE IV. 

Without the castle. 
Enter rosse and an old man. 

0. Man, Threescca-e and ten I can remember 

well; 
Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but iMs sore 

night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Rosse, Ah, good father. 

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act. 
Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 'tis day. 
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp. 
Is 't night's predominance, or the day's shame. 
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That darkness does the face of earth intomb. 
When living light should kiss it ? 

0. Man, *T\a unnatural. 

Even like the deed that 's done. On Tuesday last, 
A falcon, towering in her pride of place, 
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at, and kill'd. 

Rosse. And Duncan's horses, (a thing most 
strange and certain) 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Tum'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out. 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

0. Man. 'Tis said, they eat each other. 

Rosse. They did so, to the amazement of mine 
eyes, 
ITiat look'd upon't. Here comes the good Mac- 
duff. 

Enter macduff. 

How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd, Why, see you not ? 

Rosse, Is 't known, who did this more than bloody 
deed? 

Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Rosse. Alas, the day ! 

What good could they pretend ? i 

Macd. They were subom'd j 

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two sons. 



. Propose to themselves. 
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Are stolen away and fled ; which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Rosse. 'Gainst nature still : 

Thriftless ambition, that will ravin up ^ 
Thine own life's means ! — ^Then, 'tis most like. 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd. He is already named, and gone to Scone. 
To be invested. 

Rosse. Where is Duncan's body ? 

Macd, Carried to Colme-kill ; 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors. 
And guardian of their bones. 

Rosse. Will you to Scone ? 

Macd. No, cousin, I *11 to Fife. 

Rosse. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done there ; 

— adieu ! 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new ! 

Rosse. Farewell, father. 

O. Man. God's benison go with you ; and with 
those 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes ! 

IBreunr 



* Devour. 
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ACT ML 

80ENB I. 

ForeB, A room in the jpalace. 
Enter banquo. 
Ban. Thou hast it now, king, €awdor, OlamU, 

As the weird women promiBed ; and, I fear 

Thou play'dst most foully for 't : yet it wb« said, 

It should not stand in thy posterity ; 

But that myself should he the joot and father 

Of many kings. If there come truth from them 

(As npon thee, Macheth, their speeches shine) 

Why, by the verities on thee made good. 

May they not be my araoles as well. 

And set me up in hope ? But, hush ! no more. 

Senet^ sounded. Enter macbeth as king, lady 
MACBETH as queen, lenox, rosse, Lords, Laates, 
and Attendants. 

Mach. Here 's our chief guest. 

L. Mach. If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all-thing unbecoming. 



1 Florish of trumpets. 
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M/icb. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir. 
And I *11 request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macb, Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban, Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desired your good 
advice 
(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous) 
In this day's council ; but we '11 talk to-morrow. 
Is 't far you ride ? 

Ban, As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better, 
I must become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Macb, Fail not our feast. 

Ban, My lord, I will not. 

Macb, We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow'd 
In England and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention : but of that to-morrow ; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of st^te, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu. 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban^ Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon 
us, 

Macb, 1 wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell. [Exit Banquo, 
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Let every man be master of his time 

Tiil seven at night ; to make society 

The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 

Till supper-time alone; while then, God be with 

you. 

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, SfC. 
Sirrah, a word with you. Attend those men 
Our pleasure ? 
Att, They are, my kM-d, without the palace gate. 
Macb, Bring them before us. — [Ejeit Att.'] To 

be thus^ is nothing ; 
But to be safely thus. — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty ^ of nature 
Reigns that, which would be fear*d. 'Tis much he 

dares ; 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind. 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valor 
To act in safety. There is none, but he. 
Whose being I do fear ; and, under him. 
My genius is rebuked, as, it is said, 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the sisters 
When first they put the name of King upon me. 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-like. 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings : 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown. 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe. 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand. 
No son of mine succeeding. If 't be so. 



' Nobleness. 
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For Banquo's issue have I filed ^ my mind ; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd ; 
Put rancors in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man. 
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings ! 
Rather than so, come. Fate, into the list, 
And champion me to the utterance ! 2— Who *s 
there ? — 

Re-enter Attendant, with two murdbbeas. 

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant, 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 
1 Mur. It was, so please your highness. 
Macb, Well then, now 

Have you consider'd of my speeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent self : this I made good to you 
In our last conference ; passed in probation with 

you. 
How you were borne in hand ; ^ how cross'd ; the 

instruments ; 
Who wrought with them ; and all things else, that 

might, 
To half a soul, and to a notion crazed. 



' For defiled. « Challenge me to extremities. 

• Proved how you were deludod 
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Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mur. You made it known to u?. 

Macb, I did so ; and went farther, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature. 
That you can let this go ? Are you so gospel'd, 
To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bow*d you to the grave. 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

1 Mur, We are men, my liege. 

Mach, Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels. 

curs, 
Shoughs,! water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped * 
All by the name of dogs : the valued file * 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 
The house-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him closed ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 
Now, if you have a station in the file. 
Not i' the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 
And I will put that business in your bosoms. 
Whose execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but sickly in his life; 



> Wolf-dogs. a Called. 

' The catalogue, with prices annexed to it. 
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Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my liege. 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incensed, that I am reckless what 
I do, to spite the world. 

1 Mur, And I another. 

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with * fortane, 
That I would set my life on any chance. 
To mend it, or be rid on *t. 

Macb, Both of you 

Know, Banquo was your enemy. 

2 Mur» True, my lord. 
Mach, So is he mine ; and in such bloody dis- 
tance,* 

That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my near'st of life : and though I could 
With bare-faced power sweep him from my sight. 
And bid my will avouch it ; yet I must not. 
For ' certain friends that are both his and mine. 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is. 
That I to your assistance do make love ; 
Masking the business from the common eye. 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur. We shall, my lord. 

Perform wliat you command us. 

1 Mur, Though our lives 



* Worried by. * Mortal enmity. 

* On account of 
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Macb, Yo.ur spirits shine through you. Within 
this hour, at most, 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves ; 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o* the time. 
The moment on't; for't must be done to-night. 
And something from the palace ; always thought. 
That I require a clearness : and with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the work) 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 
(Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father's) must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart ; 
I 'U come to you anon. 

Mur, We are resolved, my lord. 

Macb. I '11 call upon you straight ; abide within. 

It is concluded : ^Banquo, thy soul's flight. 

If it And heaven, must find it out to-night. 

[Ejpeunt. 

SCENE II. 

The 9ame. Another room. 
Enter lady Macbeth and servant. 

L, Macb, Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Ser. Ay, madam ; but returns again to-night. 

L, Macb, Say to the king, I would attend his 
leisure 
For a few words. 

Ser, Madam, I will. [Eait, 

L. Macb, Naught's had, all's spent. 

Where our desire is got without content. 
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'Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 
Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

^nier Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone. 
Of sorriest ^ fancies your companions making } 
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have 

died 
With them they think on? Things without all 

remedy, * 

Should be without regard : what *s done, is done. 

Mach. We have scotched the snake, not kill'd it : 
She'll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, 
Both the worlds suffer. 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams. 
That shake us nightly. Better be with the dead^ 
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace. 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy.^ Duncan is in his grave ; 
After life's fitful fever, he sleeps well : 
Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison. 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him farmer ! 

X. Mach. Come on ; gentle my lord, 



Most melanrboly ' Agony. 
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Sleek o'er your rugged looks ; be bright and jovial 
Among your guests to-night. 

Macb, So shall I, love : 

And so, I pray, be you : let your remembrance 
Apply to Banquo ; present him eminence,^ both 
With eye and tongue : unsafe the while, that we 
Must lave our honors in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts. 
Disguising what they are. 

L. Macb, You must leave this. 

Macb, O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife \ 
Thou know'st, that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 

L. Macb. But in them nature's copy 's not eterne.* 

Macb, There 's comfort yet ; they are assailable : 
Then be thoii jocund. Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's sum- 
mons. 
The shard-borne beetle,' with his drowsy hums. 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

L, Macb, What 's to be done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowlege, dearest 
chuck,* 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling^ night. 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 



> Do him the highest honors. 

' The copy, or lease, by which they hold their lives, is not 
eternal. 
» The beetle borne in the air by its shards, i. e. scaly wings. 
* A term of endearment. * Blinding. 
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And, with thy bloody and invisible hand. 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 

Which keeps me pale! light thickens; and the 

crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood : 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse. 
Whiles night's black agents to their preys do rouse. 
Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill : 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

The same, A park or lawn, with a gate leading to 
the palace. 

Enter three murderers. 

1 Mur, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur, He needs not our mistrust ; since he de- 

livers 
Our offices, and what we have to do. 
To the direction just. 

1 Mur, Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day ; 
Now spurs the lated traveller apace. 
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur, Hark ! I hear horses. 
Ban, \within,'\ Give us a light there, ho ! 

2 Mur, Then it is he ; the rest. 
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That are witlun the note of expectation.^ 
Ab-eady are i' the court. 

1 Mwr. His horses go ahout. 

3 Mur, Almost a mile : but he does usually. 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Enter banqvo and fleancb ; a Servant with a toi*ck 
preceding them. 

2 Mur. A light, a light ! 

3 Mur. 'Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to 't. 

Ban. It will be rain to-night. 

1 Mur. Let it come down. 

[assaults Banquo, 
Ban. O treachery! Fly, good Pleance, fly, fly, 

fly; 

Thou mayst revenge. — slave 1 

[dies. Fleance and Servant escape. 
3 Mur. Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur. Was 't not the way ? 
3 Mur. There *s but one down ; the son is fled. 

2 Mur. We have lost best half of our affair. 

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and say how much is 
done. f Exeunt., 



' Who are set down i i the list of guestg. 
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SCENE IV. 

A room of state in the palace, 

A banquet prepared. Enter macbeth, lady Mac- 
beth, RossE, LENOX, LORDS, and Attendants, 

Macb. You know your own degrees ; sit down : 
at first 
And last, l^e hearty welcome. 

Lords, Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb, Ourself will mingle with society. 
And play the humhle host. 
Our hostess keeps her state ; ^ but, in best time, 
We will require her welcome. 

L, Macb, Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our 
friends ; 
For my heart speaks,*" they are welcome. 

Enter first murderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' 

thanks. 

Both sides are even. Here 1 11 sit i' the midst ; 
Be large in mirth : anon, we 11 drink a measure 
The table round. — ^There 's blood upon thy face. 

Mur, 'Tis Banquo's then. 

Macb, Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he despatched ? 



* Continues in her chair of state. 
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Mur. My lord, his throat is cut : that I did for 

him. J 

Mach, Thou art the best o* the cut-throats : yet 
he *s good. 
That did the like for Heance : if thou didst it. 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur. Most royal six, 

Fleance is 'scaped. 

Mach, Then comes my fit again : I had else been 
perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; 
As broad and general as the casing air : 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo 's safe ? 
Mur. Ay, my good lord; safe in a ditch he 
bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 

Mach. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies; the worm, that's 

fled, 
Hath nature, that in time will venom breed. 
No teeth for the present. Get thee gone; to- 
morrow 
We '11 hear ourselves again. [Exit Murderer. 

L. Mach. My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer : the feast is sold. 
That is not often vouch'd, while 'tis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome: to feed, were best at 

home; 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony ; 
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Meeting were bare without it. 

Macb, Sweet remembrancer ! — 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Len, May it please your highness sit ? 

[tlie Ghost of Banquo rises, and sits in Macbeth's 
place. 

Macb, Here had we now our country's honor 
loof'd. 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present ; 
Who may I rather challenge for unkindness. 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse. His absence, sir. 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your high- 
ness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 
Macb. The table 'sfiiU. 
Len. Here *8 a place reserved, sir. 

Macb. Where ? 

Len. Here, my good lord. What is 't that moves 

your highness ? 
Macb. Which of you have done this } 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Macb. Thou canst not say, I did it : never shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Kosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is not well. 
L. Macb. Sit, worthy friends : — my lord is often 
thus. 
And hath been from his youth : 'pray you, keep 
seat: 
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The fit is momentary ; upon a thought ^ 
He will again be well. If much you note liim, 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion.^ 
Feed, and regard him not. — ^Are you a man ? 

Macb, Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

L, Macb. O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws ' and starts 
(Impostors to true fear) would well become 
A woman's story at a winter's fire. 
Authorised by her grandam. Shame itself ! 
Why do you make such faces ? When all *s done. 
You look but on a stool. 

Macb. Pr'ythee, see there! behold! look! lo! 

how say you ? 

Wbj, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too. — 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears. 

L. Macb. What ! quite unmanned in folly ? 

Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 

L. Macb. Fie, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden 
time. 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal : * 



» As quick as thought. « Prolong his suffering. 

* Sudden gusts. * Peaceable conununiiy. 
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Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear. The times have been. 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die 
And there an end ; but now, they rise again. 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools. This is more Strang 
Than such a murder is. 

L, Macb. My worthy lord. 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb, I do forget. — 

Do not muse^ at me, my most worthy friends : 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to 

all; 
Tlien I '11 sit down : — Give me some wine ; fill 

fuU: 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

Ghost rises. 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirst. 
And all to all.« 

Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb, A vaunt, and quit my sight ! Let the earth 
hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 



' Wonder. > i. e. all good wishes to alL 
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L, Macb, Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb, What man dare, I dare. 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear. 
The arm*d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tigeif : 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble. Or, be alive again. 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 
If trembling I inhibit ^ thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

[Ghost disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence ! — Why, so ; — being gone, 
I am a man again. — Pray you, sit still. 

L, Macb. You have displaced the mirth, broke 
the good meeting 
With most admired disorder. 

Macb, Can such things be. 

And overcome ^ us like a summer's cloud. 
Without our special wonder? You make me 

strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe,' 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 
When mine are blanch'd with fear. 

Rosse, What sights, my lord ? 

L, Macb, I pray you, speak not ; he grows worse 
and worse ; 



* Forbid. > Pass over. » Posses?' 
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Question enrages him : at once, good night ; — 
Stand not upon the order of your going. 
But go at once. 

Len, Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 

X. Mach, A kind good night to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants, 
Macb, It will have blood; they say, blood will 
have blood. 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to 

speak; 
Augurs, and understood relations,^ have 
By magot-pies,^ and choughs,' and rooks, brought 

forth 
The secret'st man of blood. — ^What is the night ? 
X. Macb. Almost at odds with morning, which is 

which. 
Macb. How sa/st thou, that Macduff denies his 
person. 
At our great bidding ? 

L. Macb, Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send. 
There 's not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow, 
(And betimes I will) to the weird sisters : 
More shall they speak; for now I am bent to 
know. 



* ' Connexion of effects with CAuset .' — ^Jobnson. 

* Mngpies. * Birds resembling jackdaws. 

•HAK. TI. B 
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By the worst means^ the worst: for mine own 

good. 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so fax, that, should I wade no more, 
Ketuming were as tedious as go o'er. 
Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann'd.^ 
L. Much, You lack the season of all natures, 

sleep. 
Mach, Come, we'll to sle^: my strange an** 

self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use. — 
We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt, 



SCBNB V. 

The heath. 
Thunder. Enter hecate, meeting the thbbb 

WITCHES. 

1 Witclk' Why» how now, Hecate ? you look an- 
gerly. 

Hec, Have I not reason, beldams, as you are. 
Saucy, and overbold ? How did you <lare 
To^trade and traffic with Macbeth, i 
In riddles and affairs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms. 
The close contriver of all harms. 



» Examined nicely. 
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Was never call'd to bear my part. 

Or show the glory of our art ? 

And» which is worse, all you have done 

EEath been but for a wa3rward son. 

Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do. 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : get you gone. 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i' the morning : thither he 

Will come to know his destiny. 

Your vessels and your spells provide, 

Your charms, and every thing beside : 

I am for the air ; this night I '11 spend 

Unto a dismal and a fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the comer of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; ^ 

I '11 catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distill'd by magic slights. 

Shall r£use such artificial sprights. 

As, by the strength of their illusion. 

Shall draw him on to his confusion. 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 

His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know, security 

Is mortals' chiefest enemy. 

SoNO. [withinJ] * Come away, come away,' &c. 



A drop that htm jnofound or hidden qualities. 
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Hark ; I am call'd : my little spirit, see. 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. lExit, 

1 Witch. Come, let 's make haste ; she '11 soon be 
back again. {Exeunt, 



SCBNB TI. 

Fores. A room in the palace. 
Enter lexox and another lord. 

Len. My former speeches have but hit your 

thoughts. 
Which can interpret farther : only, I say. 
Things have been strangely borne. The gracious 

Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : — marry, he was dead ; 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late, 
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance 

kiU'd, 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 
How it did grieve Macbeth ! Did he not straight. 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear. 
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep ? 
Was not that nobly done ? Aj, and wisely too ; 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive. 
To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 
He has borne all things well : and I do think. 
That, had he Duncan's sons under his key. 
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(As, an 't please Heaven, he shall not) they should 

find 
What 'twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 
But, peace ! — for from broad words, and 'cause he 

faH'd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, 
Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 

Lord* The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
lives in the English court, and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace. 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect. Thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward ; 
That, by the help of these, (with Him above 
To ratify the work) we may again 
GKve to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do fedthful homage, and receive free honors,^ 
All which we pine for now : and diis report 
Hath BO exasperate the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

Len, Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord, He did; and with an absolute, ' Sir, not 1,' 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back. 



' Huuors freely bestowed. 
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And hums; as who should say, 'You 11 rue the 

time 
That clogs me with this answer/ 

Lten, And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angei 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accursed ! 

Lord, I 'U send my prayers with him ! 

[Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 



A dark cave : in the middle, a caldron boiling. 
Thunder, Enter thrbb witchbs. 

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded ' cat hath mew'd. 

2 Witch, Thrice ; and once the hedge-pig whined. 

3 Witch, Harper cries : — 'Tis time, 'tis time. 
1 Witch, Round about the caldron go ; 

In the poison'd entrails throw. 

Toad, that under coldest stone, 
Days and nights hast thirty-one 



1 Spotted. 
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Swelter'd venom sleeping got. 
Boil thou first i' the charmed pot ! 

All. Double, double toil and trouble : 
Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake. 
In the caldron boil.aiid bake : 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog. 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's sting, 
lizard's leg, and owlet's wing. 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf. 
Witches' mummy ; maw and gulf ^ 

Of the ravin'd * salt-sea shark ; 
Root of hemlock, digged i' the dark ; 
liver of blaspheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse ; 
Nose of T\irk, and Tartar's lips ; 
Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab. 
Make the gmel thick and slab : 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron,' 
For the ingredients of our caldron. 



• The gulf it the throat or swallow « Ravenoui. 

' £atnula. 
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AIL Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, bum ; and, caldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood. 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter hbcatb and the other thbbb witchv* 

Hec. O, well done ! I commend your puns ; 
And every one shall share i' the gains. 
And now about the caldron sing, 
like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 

Blaek spirits and white* 

Red spirits and gray ; 
Mingle, mingle, mingle. 

You that mingle may. 

2 Witch. By the pricking of my thunbsy 

Something wicked this way comes : 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter macbeth. 

Macb. How now, you secret, black, and mid- 
night hags ? 
What is *t you do ? 

AIL A deed without a name. 

Macb, I conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) answer me : 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 



d by Google 



»CBNE I. MACBEIH. 73 

Against the churches ; though the yesty ^ waves 

Confound and swallow navigation up ; 

Though hladed com be lodged,^ and trees blown 
down; 

Though castles topple ' on their warders' heads ; 

Though palaces and pyramids do slope 

Theii iieads to their foundations ; though the trea- 
sure 

Of nature's germins ^ tumble all together. 

Even till destruction sicken, answer me 

Td what I ask you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch. Demand. 

3 Witch. We '11 answer. 

1 Witch. Say, if thou 'dst rather hear it from our 
mouths. 
Or from our masters' ? 

Mach. Call them ; let me see them. 

1 Witch. Pour in sow's blood, that ha^h eaten 
Her nine farrow ; grease, that 's sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All. Come high or low ; 

Thyself and office deftly ^ show. 



1 Foaming. > Laid flat by the wind or rain. 

> Tumble. 

* Seeds which hare begun to germinate or iprovU 
» Adroitly. 
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Thunder. An apparition of an armed head rises. 

Macb, Tell me, thou unknown power* 

1 Witch, He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, hut say thou naught. 
App. A^acheth ! Macheth ! Macheth ! heware 
Macduff ; 
Beware the thane of Fife. — ^Dismiss me. — ^Enough. 

[descends, 
Macb, Whate'er thou art, for tiiy good caution, 
thanks ; 
Thou hast harp'd ^ my fear aright. But one word 
more. 
1 Witch, He will not he commanded: here's 
another. 
More potent than the first. 

Thunder, An apparition of a bloody child rises, 

App, Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! — 

Macb, Had I three ears, I 'd hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold. 

And resolute : laugh to scorn the power of man ; 
For none of woman bom shall harm Macbeth. 

[descends, 
Macb. Then live, Macduff ! What need I fear of 
thee? 
But yet I 'U make assurance double sure. 



1 To harp is to touch on a passion as a harper touches a 
string. 
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And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies, 
And sleep in spite of thunder. — What is this. 

Thunder. An apparition of a child croumed, with a ^ 
tree in his hand, rises. 

That rises like the issue of a king. 

And wears upon his baby brow tlie round 

And top of sovereignty ? 

All. Listen, but speak not to 't. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until 
Ghreat Bimam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [deseeds. 

Macb. That will never be. 

Who can impress the forest ; ^ bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? sweet bodements! 

good! 
Rebellious head, rise never, till the wood 
Of Bimam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : tell me, (if your art 
Can tell so much) shall Banquo's issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

AH. Seek to know no more. 



* Who can command the forest to serve him \xke a soldier 
impressed 1 
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Mach, I will be satisfied : deny me this. 
And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me know : — 
Why sinks that caldron ? and what noise is this ? 

[hautboys, 
iWkch. Show! 2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. 

Show ! 
AU, Show his eyes, and grieve his heart : 
Come like shadows, so depart. 

Eight kings appear, and pass over the stage in order ; 
the last with a glass in his hand; Banquo following, 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo : 

down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls ; — and thy air. 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first : — 
A third is like the former. — ^Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this? — ^A fourth? — Start» 

eyes! 
What! will the line stretch out to the crack cf 

doom ? ^ 
Another yet ? — A seventh ? — ^I *11 see no more : — 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass. 
Which shows me many more ; and some I see. 
That twofold balls and treble sceptres carry. 
Horrible sight ! — ^Now, I see, 'tis true ; 
For the blood-bolter'd ^ Banquo smiles upon me. 
And points at them for his. — ^What, is this so ? 



- The dissolution of nature. ' Besmeared with blood. 
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1 Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so. — But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights. 
And show the best of our delights. 
I *11 charm the air to give a sound. 
While you perform your antique round : 
That this great king may kindly say. 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[music. The Witches dance, and vanish. 

Macb. Where are they ? Gone ? — Let this per- 
nicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 
Come in, without there ! 

Enter lenox. 

Len. What 's your grace's will ? 

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Len. No, my lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you ? 

Len. No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride. 
And damn'd all those that trust them! — I did 

hear 
The galloping of horse. Who was *t came by ? 

Len. *Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 
word, 
MacdufF is fled to England. 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 
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Mach, Hme, thou anticipatest ^ my dread ex- 
ploits : 
The flighty purpose never is overtook. 
Unless the deed go with it. ^ From this moment. 
The very firstlings of my heart shall he 
The firstlings of my hand ; and even now 
To crown my thoughts with acts, he it fought and 

done. 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 
"Seise upon Fife ; give to the edge o* the sword 
His wife, his hahes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No hoasting like a 

fool ; 
This deed I '11 do hefore this purpose cool : 
But no more sights ! ^ — Where are these gentlemen ? 
Come, hring me where they are. [Exeunt, 



Fife. A room in Macduff's castle. 

Enter lady hacduff, her son, and robse. 

L. Macd. What had he done, to make him fly the 

land? 
Rosse. You must have patience, madam. 
L. Macd. He had none : 

His flight was madness. When our actions do not. 



• Prerenlest, by taking away the opportunity. 
' Magical illusions. 
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Our fears do make us traitors.^ 

Rosse. Ycm know not, 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

L. Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leav« 
his habes, 
ffis mansion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himself does fly ? He loves us not ; 
He wants the natural touch : * for the poor wren. 
The most diminutive of birds, will fight. 
Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Rosse. My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself : but, for your husband. 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much 

farther : 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors. 
And do not know ourselves ; when we hold rumor 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear ; 
But float upon a wild and violent sea 
Each way, and move. 1 take my leave of you ; 
Shall not be long but I '11 be here again. 
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. My pretty cousin. 
Blessing upon you ! 



* Ovr flight is considered as an eridence of our treason. 

* Natural affection. 
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L, Macd. Fathered Le is, and yet lie 's fatherless. 

Rosse. I am 80 much a fool, should I stay longer. 
It would be my disgrace and your discomfort : 
I take my leave at once. lExit Rosse. 

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father 's dead ; 

And what will you do now ? How will you live ? 

Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ? 

Son. With what I get, I mean ; and so do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird ! thou 'dst never fear the net 
nor lime. 
The pit-fall nor the gin. 

Son. Why should I, mother? Poor birds they 
are not set for. 
My father is not dead, for all your saying. 

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead : how wUt thou do for 
a father ? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 

L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any 
market. 

Son. Then you *11 buy 'em to sell again. 

L, Macd. Thou speak'st with all thy wit; and 
yet, i* faith. 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be all traitors, that do so ? 

L. Macd. Every one that does so, is a traitor, and 
must be hanged. 
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Son. And must they all be hanged, that sweat 
and lie ? 

X. Macd, Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for 
there are liars and swearers enough to beat the 
honest men, and hang up them. 

L. Macd. Now God help thee, poor monkey ! 
But how wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you 'd weep for him : if 
you would not, it were a good sign that I should 
quiddy have a new father. 

L. Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talkest ! 

JSnter messenger. 

Mes. Bless you, fair dame! I am not to you 

known. 
Though in your state of honor I am perfect.^ 
I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely man's advice. 
Be not found here : hence, with your little ones. 
To flight you thus, methinks, I am too savage ; 
To do worse to you, were fell cruelty. 
Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve 

you! 
I dare abide no longer. lEjcit Messenger. 



* ThoQgb I am perfectly acquainted with your rank. 

ttHAK. VI. F 
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L.Macd. Whither should I fly? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now, 
I am in this earthly world, where, to do harm. 
Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime. 
Accounted dangerous foDy. Why then, alas ! 
Do I put up that womanly defence. 
To say, I have done no harm ?-7 — What are thefte 
faces ? 

Snter mubdbrxrs. 

Mur, Where is your husband ? 

L, Macd. I hope, in no place so imsanctified. 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 

Mur, He 's a traitor. 

Son, Thou liest, thou shag-ear' d villain ! 

Mur, What, you egg ? [stdbbinq him. 

Young fry of treachery ? 

Son, He has killed me, mother : 

Run away, I pray you. [diea. Esit L, Macduff, 
crying Murder, and pursued hy tJie Murderers. 

SCENE III. 

England. A room in the King's palace. 
Enter haloolh emd jiacduff. 

Mai, Let us seek out some desolate shade, and 
there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd, Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men. 
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Bestride our down-faQen birthdam.i Each new 

morn. 
New widows howl, new orphcuis cry, new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yeU'd out 
Like syllable of dolor. 

Mai. What I believe, I '11 wail ; 

What know, b^eve ; and, what I can redress. 
As I shall find the time to friend,* I will. 
What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 
Was once thought honest: you have loved him 

well ; 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young ; but 

something 
You may deserve of him through me ; and wisdom ' 
To oflFer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb. 
To appease an angry god. 
Macd. I am not treacherous. 
MaL But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil. 
In an imperial charge.* But I shall crave your par- 
don : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose. 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of 
grace. 



* Birthright. * Befriend. ' i. e. it is wisdom. 

* A good mind may recede from goodness in the execution 
of a royal mandate. 
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Yet grace must still look so. 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find my 
doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love) 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you. 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonors. 
But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just. 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tjxbxmj, lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dares not check thee ! wear thou thy 

wrongs ; 
Thy title is affeer'd ! i — Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st. 
For the whole space that 's in the tyrant's grasp. 
And the rich East to boot. 

MaL Be not offended : 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal. 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands : but, for all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 



» Fully established. 
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Shall have more vices than it had before ; 
More 8u£Fer, and more sundry ways than ever* 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macd. What should he be ? 

MaL It is myself I mean ; in whom I know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted. 
That, when they shall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd, Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

Mai. I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful. 
Sudden,^ malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name : but there 's no bottom, none. 
In my voluptuousness : your wives, your^ughters. 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire 
All continent impediments would o'erbear. 
That did oppose my will : better Macbeth, 
Than such a one to reign. 

Macd, Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny : it hath been 
ITie untimely emptying of the happy throne. 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may , 



^ Passionate, 
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Convey your pleasures in a spacious fdenty, 

And yet seem c6^, the time you may so hood* 

wink. 
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many. 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 
Finding it so inclined. 

Mai. With this, there grows. 

In my most ill-composed affection, suck 
A stanchless avarice, that, were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands ; 
Desire his jewels, and this other's house ; 
And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more ; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal. 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This avarice 

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious rotft 
Than summer-seeming ^ lust, and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings. Yet do not fear , 
Scotland hath foisons ^ to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own : all these are portable,* 
With other graces weigh'd. 

Mai. But I have none. The king-becoming 
graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness. 



1 Seeming as hot as summer. ^ PleDty. 

' May be endured. 
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Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them ; but abound 

In the division of eadi several crime. 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power» I should 

Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell. 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 

All unity on earth. 

Macd, O Scotland! Scotland! 

Mai, If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 
I am as I have spoken. 

Maed, Fit to govern ! 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable. 
With an utttitied t3rrant bloody -sceptred. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again ? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne. 
By his own interdiction stands accursed. 
And does blaspheme kiB breed ? Thy royal fsithtr 
Was a most sainted king; the queen, that bore 

thee, 
Oftener upon her knees thaa on her feet. 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee wdl ! 
These evils, thou repeat'st upon t^ysdtf. 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. O, my breast. 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honor. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power, and modest wisdom plucks me 
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From over-credulous haste : * but Gk)d above 

Deal between thee and me I for even now 

I put myself to thy direction, and 

Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 

The taints and blames I laid upon myself. 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 

Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 

The devil to his fellow ; and delight 

No less in truth than life : my first false speaking 

Was this upon myself : what I am truly. 

Is thine, and my poor coimtry's, to command ; 

Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach. 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 

All ready at a point, was setting forth. 

Now we 'U together ; and the chance, of goodness. 

Be like our warranted quarrel!^ Why are you 

silent ? 
Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at 

once, 
'Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a doctor. 

MaL Well ; more anon. — Comes the king forth, 
I pray you ? 



* Over-hasty credulity. 

« May the event be, through the mercy of Heaven* answer- 
able to the justice of our.cause. 
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Doc. Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched souls. 
That stay his cure : their malady convinces ^ 
The great assay of art ; but, at his touch. 
Such sanctity hath Heaven given his hand. 
They presently amend. 

MaL I thank you, doctor. 

[£!jnt Doctor, 

Macd, What 's the disease he means ? 

Mai. 'Tiscall'dtheeidl: 

A most miraculous work in this good king ; 
Which often, since my h^re-remain in England, 
I have seen him do. How he solicits Heaven, 
Himself best knows : but strangely-visited people. 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye. 
The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 
Hanging a golden stamp ^ about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis spoken. 
To the succeeding royalty he leaves 
The healing benediction. With this strange virtue. 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 
And sundry blessings hang about his throne. 
That speak him full of grace. 

Enter rosse. 

Macd. See, who comes here ? 

Mai, My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 



> Overpowers, subdues. 

* This was the coin called an angel. 
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Mai. I know him now. Good God, betimes 
remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 

Rosse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rosse. Alas, poor country , 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our graVe ; where nothing. 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shriek that rent the 

air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where vi^ent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstasy ; ^ the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce ask'd, for who; and good men's 

lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 

Too nice, and yet too *Tue ! 

Mai. What is the newest gfief ? 

Rosse. That of an hour's age doth hiss the 
speaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife } 

Rosse, Why, well. 

Macd. And all my children ? 

Rosse, Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 



> Common distresi of mind. 
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Rosse, No ; they were well at peace, when 1 did 
leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech. How 
goes it? 

Rosse, When I came hither to transport the 
tidings. 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumor 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witness'd the rather. 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot. 
Now is the time of help : your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight. 
To doff 1 their dire distresses. 

Mai, Be it their comfort. 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words. 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch ^ them. 

Macd, What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief,' 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse, ' No mind, that 's honest. 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 



> Put off. a Catch. 

* i.e. a grief that has a single ownei; 
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Pertains to you alone. 

Macd, If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rosse, Let not your ears despise my tongue for 
ever. 
Which shall possess them with' the heaviest sound. 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd, Humph ! I guess at it. 

Rosse. Your castle is surprised; your wife and 
babes 
Savagely slaughtered : to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry * of these murdered deer. 
To add the death of you. 

MaL Merciful Heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne*er pull your hat upon your brows 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak. 
Whispers the o'erfraught heart, and bids it break. 

Macd, My children too ? 

Rosse, Wife, children, servants, aju 

That could be found. 

Macd, And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kill'd too ? 

Rosse, I have said. 

Mai, Be comforted : 

Let 's make us medicines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd, He has no children. — All my pretty ones : 
Did you say, all ?— O, hell-kite !— All ? 



Heap. 
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What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop ? 

Mai, Dispute it like a man. 
Macd. I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me. Did Heaven look 

on. 
And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls: Heaven rest them 

now! 
Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword: let 

grief 
Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd, O, I could play the woman with mine 

eyes. 
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle 

Heavens, 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front. 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself : 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape. 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

MaL This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you 

may; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. [Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

fiCBKB I. 

Dunsinane, A room in the castle. 
Enter a doctoa 0/ physic, and a waiting OBNTm- 

WOMAN. 

Doc. I have two nights watched with you, but 
can perceive no truth in your report. When was it 
she last walked ? ' 

Gen, Since his majesty went into the field, I have 
seen her rise from her bed, throw her night- gown 
upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold 
it, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and 
again return to bed;^ yet all this while in a most 
fast sleep. 

Doc, A great perturbation in nature t to receive 
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of 
watching. In this slumbery citation, besides her 
walking, and other actual performances, what, at 
any time, have you heard her say ? 

Gen. That, sir, which I will not report after 
her. 

Doc. You may, to me ; and 'tis most meet you 
should. 

Gen, Neither to you, nor any one; having no 
witness to confirm my speech. 
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Enter lady macbeth, with a taper, 

Lo you, here she comes ! This is her very guise ; 
and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her ; stand 
close. 

Doc. How came she by that light ? 

Gen. Why, it stood by her : she has light by her 
continuaUy ; 'tis her command. 

Doc. You see, her eyes are open. 

Gen. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doc. What is it she does now ? Look, how she 
rubs her hands. 

Gen. It is an accustomed action with her, to seem 
thus washing her hands : I have known her con- 
tinue in this a quarter of an hour. 

X. Macb. Yet, here 's a spot. 

Doc. Hark, she speaks: I will set down what 
comes fyom her, to satisfy my remembrance the 
more strongly. 

L. Macb. Out, damned spot t out, I say ! — One ; 

two: why, then 'ti« time to do 't. Hell is 

murky ! ^ — ^Fie, my lovd, fie ! a soldier, and afeard ? 
What need we fear who knows it, when none can 
call our power to account ? — Yet who would have 
thought the old man to have had so much blood in 
him? 

Doc. Do you mark that ? 

L. Macb. The thane of Fife had a wife ; where ii 



1 Dark. 
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she now? ^What, will these hands ne'er be 

clean ? — "So more o' that, my lord, no more o' that : 
you mar all with this starting. 

Doc, Go to, go to ; you have known what you 
should not. 

Cren. She has spoke what she should not, I am 
sure of that : Heaven knows what she has known. 

L, Macb. Here 's the smell of the blood still : all 
the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little 
hand. O! 0!'0! 

Doc. What a sigh is there ! the heart is sorely 
charged. 

Gen. I would not have such a heart in my bosom, 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doc. Well, well, well,— 

Gen. Pray God, it be, sir. 

Doc. This disease is beyond my practice : yet I 
have known those which have walked in their sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

L. Macb. Wash your hands, put on your night- 
gown; look not so pale: — ^I tell you yet again, 
Banquo 's buried ; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Doc. Even so ? 

L. Macb. To bed, to bed ; there 's knocking at 
the gate. Come, come, come, come ; give me your 
hand. What 's done, cannot be undone : to bed, tu 
bed, to bed. [Ejnt Lady Macbeth. 

Doc. Will she go now to bed ? 

Gen. Directly. 

Doc. Foul whisperings are abroad. Unnatural 
deeds 
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Do breed unnatural troubles : infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets. 
More needs she the divine than the physician. — 
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance. 
And still keep eyes upon her : — so, good night. 
My mind she has mated,^ and amazed my sight : 
I think, but dare not speak. 

Gen, Good night, good doctor. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

The country near Dunsinane. 

Enter, with drums and colors, menteth, cathness, 
ANGUS, LENOX, and Soldiers, 

Men, The English power is near, led on by Mal- 
colm, 
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges bum in them : for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleeding, and the grim alarm. 
Excite the mortified man.* 

Ang, Near Bimam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming. 

Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his bro- 
ther ? 

Len, For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file 
Of all the gentry : there is Siward's son. 



> Astonished, confounded. ' A hermit. 

SflAK. VI. G 
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And many unrough ^ youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood. 

Men. What does the tyrant ? 

Cath, Grreat Dunsinane he strongly fortifies. 
Some say, he 's mad ; others, that lesser hate him. 
Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain. 
He cannot buckle his distemper'd cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking on his hands ; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 
Those he commands, move only in command. 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a g^iant's robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Men, Who then shall blame 

His pester'd senses to recoil and start. 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself, for being there ? 

Caih. Well, march we on. 

To give obedience where 'tis truly owed. 
Meet we the medecin ^ of the sickly weal ; 
And with him pour we, in our country's purge. 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or so much as it needs. 

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Bimam. 

[Exeunt marching, 
/ 

• Unbearded. « Physician. 
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8CBNB III. 

Dunsinane. A room m the castle. 
Enter macbeth, doctor, and Attendants, 

Macb. Bring me no more reports; let them fly 

all: 
mi Bimam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What 's the boy Malcolm ? 
Was he not bom of woman ? The spirits, that know 
All mortal consequences, have pronounced me 

thus: — 
* Fear not, Macbeth : no man, that 's bom of woman. 
Shall e'er have power upon thee.' Then fly, false 

thanes. 
And mingle with the English epicures. 
The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear. 
Shall never sagg ^ with doubt, nor shake with fear. 

Enter servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou' cream-faced 

loon!« 
Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

Ser, There is ten thousand 

Macb. Geese, villain } 

Ser, Soldiers, sir. 

Macb, Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear. 
Thou lily-liver'd boy ! What soldiers, patch ? ^ 



* Sink. • Base fellow. 

* An appellation of contempt. 
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Death of thy soul ! those linen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser, The English force, so please you. 
Macb. Take thy face hence. — Seyton! — I am 

sick at heart. 
When I hehold — Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
1 have lived long enough : my way of life 
Is fallen into the sear,* the yellow leaf : 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honor, love, obedience, troops of friends. 
I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 
Curses, not loud, but deep ; mouth-honor, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare 

not> 
Seyton ! 

Enter seyton. 

Sey, What is your gracious pleasure ? 

Maeb. What news more ? 

Sey. All is confirmed, my lord, which was re- 
ported. 

Macb. I '11 fight, till from my bones my flesh be 
hacked.— 
Give me my armour. 

Sey, *Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. I '11 put it on. 
Send out more horses ; skirr ^ the country round : 



Dry. * Scour, 
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Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine ar- 
mour. — 
How does your patient, doctor ? 

Doc. Not so sick, my lord. 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies. 
That keep her from her rest. 

Macb, Cure her of that. 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
Rase out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote. 
Cleanse the stuff 'd bosom of that perilous stuff. 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doc. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Mach. Throw physic to the dogs; I'll none of 
it.— "^ 
Come, put mine armour on ; give me my staff: — 
Seyton, send out: — Doctor, the thanes fly from 

me: — 
Come, sir, despatch : — If thou couldst, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That should applaud again. — Pull 't off, I say : — 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug. 
Would scour these English hence ? — Hear'st thou of 
them? 

Doc, Ay, my good lord ; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mach. Bring it after me. 
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I will not be afraid of death and bane. 

Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. [Sjnt» 

Doc, Were I from Dunsinane away and clear. 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. lExit, 



SCENE IV. 

Country near Dunsinane. A wood in view. 

Enter, with drums and colors, Malcolm, old siward 
and his son, macduff, menteth, cathness, 
ANOus, LENOX, BossE, and Soldiers inarching, 

Mai, Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand» 
That chambers will be safe. 

Men, We doubt it nothing. 

Sitv, What wood is this before us ? 

Men, The wood of Bimam. 

Mai, Let every soldier hew him down a bough. 
And bear 't before him : thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sol, It shall be done. 

Siw, We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before 't. 

Mai, 'Tis his main hope : 

For where there is advantage to be given. 
Both more and less ^ have given him the revolt ; 



> Greater and less. 
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And none serve with him but constrained things* 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siw. The time approaches. 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war. 

[Exeunt marching, 

SCBNB V. 

Dunsinane, Within the castle. 

Enter, with drums and colors, macbeth, sbyton, and 
Soldiers, 

Macb. Hang out our banners on the outward 
walls: 
The cry is still, • They come.* Our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie. 
Till famine and the ague eat them up. 
Were they not forced with those that should be 

ours. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard. 
And beat them backward home. What is that 
noise ? [a cry within of women, 

Sey, It is the cry of women, my good lord. 
Macb, I have almost forgot the taste of fears. 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd 
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To Hear a night-shriek ; and my fell ^ of hair 
Would, at a dismal treatise, rouse» and stir. 
As life were in 't : I have supp'd full with horrors ; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts. 
Cannot once start me. Wherefore was that cry r 

Bey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macb. She should have died hereafter ; 
There would have heen a time for such a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
life 's but a walking shadow ; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage. 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing. 

Enter messbnoeb. 

Thou comest to use thy tongue : thy story quicWy* 

Mes. Gracious my lord, 
I should report that which I say I saw. 
But know not how to do 't. 

Mwb, Well, say, sir. 

Mes, As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Bimam, and anon, methought. 
The wood began to move. 



Skin. 
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Macb. Liar and slave ! 

[striking iim, 

Mes. Let me endure your wrath if 't be not so : 
Within this three mile may you see it coming : 
I say, a moving grove. 

Macb, If thou speak*st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive. 
Till famine cling thee ; if thy speech be sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. 
I pull in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 
That lies like truth : — ' Fear not, till Bimam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane ;' — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. — Arm, arm, and out ! 
If this, which he avouches, does appear. 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I 'gin to be a- weary of the sun. 
And wish the estate o* the world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum bell : blow, wind ! come, wrack ! 
At least we '11 die with harness ^ on our back. 

SCBNE VI. 

The same. A plain before the castle. 

Enter, with drums and colors, malcolm, old si-^ard, 
MACDUFF, 8tc, and their army, with boughs, 

Mai. Now near enough ; your leavy screens throw 
down, 

' Armour. 
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And show like those you are. You, worthy uncle. 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 
Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff, and we. 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do. 
According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you well. — 

Do we but find the tjn^ant's power to-night. 
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight. 

Macd, Make all our trumpets speak ; give them 
all breath. 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

[Exeunt. Alarums continued. 



SCBNE VII. 

The same. Another part of the plain. 

Enter macbeth. 

Macb. They have tied me to a stake : I cannot 
fly; 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. What 's he. 
That was not bom of woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young si ward. 

Y, Siw. What is thy name ? 
Macb, Thou 'It be afraid to hear it. 

Y. Siw. No, though thou call'st thyself a hotter 
name 
Than any is in hell. 

Macb. My name 's Macbeth. 
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Y. 8iw. The devil himself could not pronounce a 
title 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Macb. No, nor more fearful. 

Y, Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant; with my 
sword 
1 11 prove the lie thou 8peak*st. 

[they fight, and young Siward is slain. 
Macb. Thou wast bom of woman.—- 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandish*d by man that 's of a woman bom. [Exit. 

Alarums, Enter macduff. 

Macd. That way the noise is. T}'rant, show thy 
' face: 
If thou be'st slain, and with no stroke of mine. 
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still. 
I cannot strike at wretched Kernes,^ whose arms 
Are hired to bear their staves: either thou, Mac- 
beth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter'd edge, 
I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be ; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited.^ Let me find him. Fortune ! 
And more I beg not. [j^^Y. Alarum. 



' Light- armed infsmtry. 
' Reported with chimor. 
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Enter malcolm and old siward. 

Siw. This way, my lord ; — the castle 's gently 
rendered : 
The tyrant's people on both sides do fight ; 
llie noble thanes do bravely in the war^ 
The day almost itself professes yours. 
And little is to do. 

MaL We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siw, Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Exeunt. Alarum, 

Re-enter macbeth. 

Macb, Why should I play the Roman fool, and 

die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the 

gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Re-enter macduff. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb. Of all men else I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back ; my soul ia too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I have no words : 

My voice is in my sword, thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! [they fight. 

Macb, Thou losest labor. 
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As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air ^ 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed. 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman bom. 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast served. 
Tell thee, Macduflf was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Macb. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so. 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more believed. 
That palter with us in a double sense ; * 
That keep the word of promise to our ear. 
And break it to our hope. — I '11 not fight with 
thee. 

Macd. Then yield thee, coward. 
And live to be the show and gaze o* the time. 
We '11 have thee, as our rarer monsters are. 
Painted upon a pole ; and underwrit, 
• Here may you see the tyrant.' 

Macb, I '11 not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's feet. 
And to be baited with the rabble's curse. 
Though Bimam wood be come to Dunsinane. 
And thou opposed, being of no woman bom. 
Yet I will try the last : before my body 



* The air which cannot be cut. 

3 Shuffle with ambiguous expressions. 
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I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff; 
And damn'd be him that first cries, ' Hold ! enough ! ' 

[Exeunt, fighting. 

Retreat. Florisk. Re-enter, with Drums and Colors, 

MALCOLM, OLD SIWABD, ROSSB, LBNOX, ANGUS, 

CATHNBss, MBNTBTH, and Soldicrs. 

Mai. I would, the ^ends we miss were safe 
arrived. 

Siw. Some must go off: and yet, by these I see. 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Mai. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 

Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier's 
debt: 
He only lived but till he was a man ; 
The which no sooner had his prowess confirm*d 
In the unshrinking station where he fought. 
But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead ? 

Rosse. Ay, and brought off the field : your cause 
of sorrow 
Must not be measured by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hurts before ? 

Rosse. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why, then, God's soldier be he ! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death : 
And so* his knell is knoll'd. 

Mai. He 's worth more sorrow. 



d by Google 



SCENE VII. MACBETH. Ill 

And that I '11 spend for him. 

Siw, He 's worth no more : 

They say, he parted well, and paid his score : 
And so, God be with him! — Here comes newer 
comfort. 

Re-enter macduff, with Macbeth* 8 head on a pole. 

Macd. Hail, king! for so thou art. Behold^ 
where stands 
The usurper's cursed head : the time is free : 
I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl,^ 
That speak my salutation in their minds ; 
Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 
Hail, king of Scotland ! 

All, Hail, king of Scotland ! 

{^florish. 

Mai, We shall not spend a large expense of time* 
Before we reckon with your several loves. 
And make us even with you. My thanes and kins- 
men. 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honor named. What 's more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time, — 
As calling home our exiled friends abroad. 
That fled the snares of watchful tyrsmry ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen, 



* i. e. thy nobles ; the ornaments of thy kingdom. 
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Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life ; — this, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace,. 
We will perform in measure, time, and place. 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
WJiom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 

IforisL Exfunt. 
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HISTORICAL NOTICE 



KING JOHN, 



The materials of the present play are to be found in 
the Chronicles of Holinsbed : Shakspeare, however, 
has closely followed the incidents of a former drama, 
intitled 'The troublesome Raigne of John king of 
England, with the Discoverie of King Richard Corde- 
lion's base Son, vulgarly named the Bastard Fawcon- 
bridge: also the Death of King John at Swinstead 
Abbey : as it was sundry times publikely acted by 
the Queenes Majesties Players in the honourable 
Cittie of London/ This piece was printed anony- 
mously in the year 1591 : on its republication in 1611, 
t e bookseller, for whom it was printed, fraudulently 
inserted the letters * W. Sh.' in the title-page ; and in 
a third edition in 1622, the name of ' William Shak- 
speare * is inserted at full length. Pope attributes the 
composition of this crude performance to the joljt 
pens of Shakspeare and Rowley, though without stating 
bis authority. 

This tragedy is supposed by Malone to have been 
written in 1596, though it was not printed till 1623. 
It is the only one of our poet's uncontested plays 
that is not entered in the books of the Stationers' 
Company. 

*The tragedy of King John,* says Dr. Jfhnaon, 
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116 HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

* though not written with the utmost power of Shak- 
speare, is varied with a very pleasing interchange of 
incidents and characters. The lady's grief' is rery 
affecting ; and the character of the Bastard contains 
that mixture of greatness and levity, which this author 
delighted to exhibit/ 
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ARGUMENT. 



At the deatb of Richard Coeur do Lion, the English crown is 
seised by John irom the feeble hands of his nephew Arthur, 
the rightful heir, whose claims are supported by Philip, 
king of France : the prospect of uniting the English terri- 
tories with his own kingdom, by the marriage of the Dau- 
phin with a niece of John, induces the French monarch to 
withdraw his protection from Arthur, when the arrival of a 
legate from the pope prevents the completion of the treaty, 
and rekindles the flames of war. Philip is defeated in a 
general engagement ; and Arthur, now a captive, is com« 
mitted by his uncle to the custody of one Hubert, with 
secret orders to put him to death. Softened by the inno- 
cence and entreaties of the youth, Hubert ventures to dis- 
obey the cruel mandate ; Arthur loses his life in an endeavor 
to effect his escape from the castle in which he is confined ; 
and his lifeless body is discovered by some discontented 
nobles, who are resolved to emancipate themselves from the 
thraldom of the tyrant by the desperate measure of inviting 
the Dauphin to assume the crown, under the sanction of the 
papal court. On the arrival of the young prince, John is 
compelled to purchase a disgraceful peace by a pusillanimous 
surrender of his regal dignity into the hands of the cardinal 
legate, who now hastens to arrest the progress of the Dau- 
phin. The mediation proves ineffectual, and hostilities are 
about to recommence, when the intelligence of the loss of h 
large supply of French troops on the Goodwin Sands, to- 
gether with the defection of the English auxiliaries, damp^ 
the ardor of the French prince, and disposes him to termb 
of peace. In the mean time John is poisoned by a monk, 
and is succeeded in his government by his son, Henly thu 
Third. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Kino John. 

Prince Henry, his son ; afterwards King Henry 111. 

Arthur, duke of Bretagne, son of Ge£frey, late duke of 

Bretagne, the elder brother of King John. 
William Mareshall, earl of Pembroke. 
Geffrey Fitz-Peter, earl of Essex, chief justiciary of England* 
William Longsword, earl of Salisbury. 
RoBEiiT Bigot, earl of Norfolk. 
Hubert de Burgh, chamberlain to the king. 
Robert Faulconbridge, son of Sir Robert Faulconbridge. 
Philip Faulconbridge, his half-brother ; bastard son to King 

Richard the First. 
James Gurney, servant to lady Faulconbridge* 
Peter of Pomfret, a prophet. 

Philip, king of France. 

Lewis, the Dauphin. 

Archduke of Austria. 

Cardinal Pandulph, the pope's legate. 

Melun, a French lord. 

Chatillon, ambassador from France to King John. 

Elinor, widow of King Henry II. and mother of King John. 

Constance, mother to Arthur. 

Blanch, daughter to Alphonso king of Castile, and niece to 

King John. 
Lady Faulconbridge, mother to the Bastard, and Robert 

Faulconbridge. 

Lords, Ladies, Citizens of Angiers, Sheriff, Heralds, Officers, 
. Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants. 

Scxne^ sometimes in England, and sometimes in France. 
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ACT I. 

8CBNB I. 



Northampton. A room of state in the palace. 

Enter king john» qubbn blinor, pbmbrokb, bssex* 
SALISBURY, and others, with chatillon. 

K, John, Now, say, Chatillon, what would France 

with us? 
Cha. Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of 
France, 
In my behavior,' to the majesty. 
The borrowed majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning ; — ^borrow'd majesty ! 
K, John, Silence, good mother; hear the em- 



Cha, Philip of France, in right and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey's son, 
Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories ; 



* In the manner I now do. 
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To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine; 
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword. 
Which sways usurpingly these several titles ; 
And put the same into young Arthur's hand. 
Thy nephew, and right royal sovereign. 

K, John, What follows, if we disallow of this ? 

Cha. The proud control of fierce and bloody 
war. 
To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 

K. John. Her^ have we war for war, and blood 
. for blood, 
Controlment for controlment : so answer France. 

Cha. Then take my king's defiance from my 
mouth. 
The farthest limit of my embassy. 

K, John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in 
peace : 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; 
For ere thou canst report I will be there, 
fThe thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 
So, hence ! Be thou the trumpet of our wrath. 
And sullen presage of your own decay. — 
An honorable conduct let him have : — 
Pembroke, look to 't : farewell, Chatillon. 

[Eaeunt Chatillon and Pembroke. 

Eli. What now, my son ? have I not ever said. 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease. 
Till she had kindled France, and all the world. 
Upon the right and party of her son ? 
This might have been prevented, and made whole. 
With very easy arguments of love ; 
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Which now the manage ^ of two kingdoms must 
With fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John» Our strong possession and our right for 

us. 
Eli, Your strong possession much more than 
your right. 
Or else it must go wrong with you and me : 
So much my conscience whispers in your ear ; 
Which none but Heaven, and you, and I shall hear. 

Enter the Sheriff qf Northamptonshire, who whispers 
Essex, 

Es, My liege, here is the strangest controversy, 
Come from the country to be judged by you. 
That e'er I heard : shall I produce the men ? 

K. John. Let them approach. — [Exit Sheriff, 
Our abbeys, and our priories, shall pay 

Re-enter Sheriff, with robebt faulconbbidgb. and 
PHILIP, his bastard brother. 

This expedition's charge. — ^What men are you t 
Baa. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman, 

fiom in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son, ^ 

As I suppose, to Robert Faulconbridge ; 

A soldier, by the honor-giving hand 

Of CoBur-de-lion knighted in the field. 
K. John. What art thou? 



Condact, administration* 
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Rob» The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

K. John. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir ? 
You came not of one mother then, it seems. 

Bos, Most certain of one mother, mighty king. 
That is well known ; and, as I think, one father : 
But, for the certain knowlege of that truth, 
I put you o'er to Heaven, and to my mother : 
Of that I doubt, as all men's children may. 

Eli, Out on thee, rude man! thou dost shame 
thy mother. 
And wound her honor with this diffidence. 

Bas. I, madam ? no, I have no reason for it ; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine ; 
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out 
At least from fair five hundred pound a year. 
Heaven guard my mother's honor, and my land ! 

K, John, A good blunt fellow! — Why, being 
younger bom. 
Doth he lay claim to thine inheritance ? 

Bas. I know not why, except to get the land. 
But once he slander'd me with bastardy. 
But whe'r ^ I be as true begot, or no. 
That stiU I lay upon my mother's head ; 
But, that I am as well begot, my liege, 
(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for me !) 
Compare our faces, and be judge yourself. 
If old sir Robert did beget us both. 



Whether. 
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And were our father, and this son like him ; — 

old sir Robert, father, on my knee 

1 give Heaven thanks, I was not like to thee. 

K, John, Why, what a madcap hath Heaven lent 
us here ! 

Eli, He hath a trick ^ of Coeur-de-lion's face ; 
The accent of his tongue affecteth him. 
Do you not read some tokens of my son 
In the large composition of this man ? 

K, John. Mine eye hath well examined his parts. 

And finds them perfect Richard. Sirrah, speak. 

What doth move you to claim your brother's land ? 

Baa. Because he hath a half- face, like my father : 
With that half-face would he have all my land : - 
A half-faced groat five hundred pound a year ! 

Roh, My gracious liege, when that my father 
lived. 
Your brother did employ my father much ; — 

Bas. Well, sir, by this you cannot get my land : ^ 
Your tale must be, how he employed my mother. 

Roh. And once despatched him in an embassy 
To Germany, there, with the emperor. 
To treat of high affairs touching that time. 
The advantage of his absence took the king. 
And in the mean time sojoum'd at my father's ; 
Where how he did prevail, I shame to speak : 
But truth is truth ; large lengths of seas and shores 
Between my father and my mother lay. 



Truce, outUne. 
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(As I havelieard my father speak himself) 
When this same lusty gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed he by will bequeathed 
His lands to me ; and took it, on his death. 
That this, my mother's son, was none of Ms ; 
And, if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the course of time. 
Then, good my liege, let me have what is mine. 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John, Sirrah, your brother is legitimate ; 
Your father's wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if she did play false', the fault was hers ; 
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother. 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son. 
Had of your father claim'd this son for his ? 
In sooth, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow, from all the world ; 
In sooth, he might : then, if he were my brother's. 
My brother might not claim him ; nor your father. 
Being none of his, refuse him. This concludes ;— 
My mother's son did get your father's heir ; 
Your father's heir must have your father's land. 

Rob. Shall then my father's will be of no force. 
To dispossess that child which is not his ? 

Bas. Of no more force to dispossess me, sir. 
Than was his will to get me, as I think. 

Eli. Whether hadst thou rather, — ^be a Faulcon- 
bridge. 
And, like thy brother, to enjoy thy land ; 
Or the reputed son of Coeur-de-liou, 



d by Google 



8CBNE I. KINO JOHN. l25 

Ix)rd of thy presence,^ and no land beside ? 

Bas. Madam, an if my brother had my shape. 
And I had his, sir Robert his, like him ; 
And if my legs were two such riding-rods. 
My arms such eel-skins stufTd ; my face so thin. 
That in mine ear I durst not stick a rose, 
l^est men should say, ' Look, where three-farthings « 

goes ! ' 
And, to his shape, were heir to all this land ; 
Would I might never stir from off this place, 
I *d give it every foot to have this face : 
1 would not be sir Nob ' in any case. 

Eli. I ]jk€ thee well. Wilt thou forsake thy for- 
tune. 
Bequeathe thy land to him, and follow me ? 
I am a soidier, and now bound to France. 

Bas. Brother, take you my land ; I *11 take my 
chance : 
Your face hath got five hundred pounds a year ; 
Yet sell your face for fivepence, and 'tis dear. — 
Madam, I '11 follow you unto the death. 

JEli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither. 

Bas. Our country manners give our betters way. 

K. John. What is thy name ? 

Bas. Philip, my liege ; so is my name begun : 
Philip, good old sir Robert's wife's eldest son. 



* Lord in thine own right. 

^ A coinage of Queen Elizabeth made of silver, and con- 
«equently extremely thin. * Sir Robert. 
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K. John. From henceforth hear his name whose 
form thou hear'st : 
Kneel thou down Philip, hut rise more great ; 
Arise sir Richard, and Flantagenet. 

Bos, Brother, hy the mother's side, give me your 
hand; 
My father gave me honor, yours gave land : — 
Now, hlessed b5 the hour, by night or day. 
When I was got, sir Robert was away. 

Eli. The very spirit of Flantagenet ! — 
I am thy grandam, Richard ; call me so. 

B(i8. Madam, by chance, but not by truth : what 
though ? 
Something about, a little from the right. 

In at the window, or else o'er the hatch : 
Who dares not stir by day must walk hy night ; 

And have is have, however men do catch : 
Near or far oflf, well won is still well shot ; 
And I am I, howe'er I was begot. 

K. John. Go, Faulconbridge ; now hast thou thy 
desire ; 
A landless knight makes thee a landed squire. — 
Come, madam, and come, Richard ; we must speed 
For France, for France ; for it is more than need. 

Bds, Brother, adieu ! good fortune come to thee ! 
For thou wast got i' the way of honesty. 

[Exeunt all hut the Bastard. 
A foot of honor better than I was ; 
But many a many foot of land the worse. 
Well, now can I make any Joan a lady : — 
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' Good den,* sir Richard ! * — ' God-a-mercy, fel- 
low!'— 
And if his name be George, I '11 call him Peter ; 
For new-made honor doth forget men's names ; 
'Tis too respective,* and too sociable. 
For your conversion.*' Now your traveller, — 
He and his tooth-pick at my worship's mess ; 
And when my knightly stomach is sufficed. 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countries : * * My dear sir/ 

(Thus, leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 

* I shall beseech you.' — That is question now ; 
And then comes answer like an ABC-book : — 

* O sir,' says answer. * at your best command ; 
At your emplo3rment ;»at your service, sir ;' 

* No, sir,* says question ; * I, sweet sir, at yours : ' 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
(Saving in dialogue of compliment ; 

And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

rhe Pyrenean, and the river Po) 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this is worshipful society. 

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself: 

For he is but a bastard to the time. 

That doth not smack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether I smack or no) 

And not alone in habit and device. 



' Good evening. * Respectful. 

* Change of condition. * My traTelled fop. 
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Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth : 

Which though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For it shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 

But who comes in such , \aste, in riding robes ? 

What woman-post is th's ? hath she no husband. 

That vdll take pains to blow a horn before her ? 

Enter lady faulcon bbidoe and jambs gurney. 

O me ! it is my mother. — How now, good lady ? 
AVhat brings you here to court so hastily ? 

L, Faul. Where is that slave, thy brother ? where 
is he, ' • 

lliat holds in chase mine honor up and down ? 

Bos. My brother Robert ? old sir Robert's son ? 
Colbrand the giant, that same mighty man ? 
Is it sir Robert's son, that you seek so ? 

L, Faul. Sir Robert's son ! Ay, thou unrevei-end 
boy, •• 

Sir Robert's son : why scom'st thou at sir Robert ? 
He is sir Robert's son, and so art thou. 

Bos. James Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a- 

while ? 
Gur, Good leave, good Philip. 
Bas. ^ Philip ? — sparrow ! — James, 

Tliere 's toys ^ abroad ; anon I '11 tell thee more. 

lExit Gurney. 



Idle reports. 
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Madam, r^viras not old sir Robert's son : 
Sir Robert migbt have eat his part in me 
Upon Grood-friday, and ne'er broke his fast : 
Sir Robert could do well : marry, (to confess !) 
Could he get me ? Sir Robert could not do it ; 
We know his handy- work. — ^Therefore, good mother. 
To whom am I beholden for these limbs ? 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. 

L. Faul, Hast thou conspired with thy brother 
too. 
That for thine own gain shouldst defend mine 

honor ? 
^What means this scorn, thou most untoward knave ? 

Bos. Knight, knight, good mother, — Basilisco- 
likeii 
What ! I am dubb'd ; I have it on my shoulder. 
But, mother, I am not sir Robert's son ; 
1 have disclaim'd sir Robert, and my land ; 
Legitimation, name, and all is gone : 
Then, good my mother, let me know my father ; 
Some proper man, I hope : who was it, mother ? 

L, Foul. Hast thou denied thyself a Faulcon- 
bridge ? 

Bos. As faithfully as I deny the devil. 

L. Faul. King Richard Coeur-de-lion was thy 
father : 
By long and vehement suit I was seduced 



1 A satire on a character in an old drama called Soliman and 

Perseda. 
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To make room for him in my husband's bed. 
Heaven lay not my transgresskm to my charge I 
Thou art the issue of my dear c^ence. 
Which was so strongly urged, past my defence. 

Bos. Now, by this light, were I to get again. 
Madam, I would not wish a better fiither. 
Some sins do bear their privilege ^ cm earthy 
And so doth yours ; your fault was not your folly : 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose, — 
Subjected tribute to commanding love,— 
Against whose fiiry and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the fight. 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand. 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts. 
May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother. 
With all my heart I thank thee for my fether ! 
Who lives, and dares but say, tliou didst not well 
When I was got, I 'U send his soul to helL 
Come, llidy, I will show thee to my kin ; 

And they shall say, when Richard me begot. 
If thou hadst said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say, 'twas not. 

[Lxeunl^ 



^ Are exempt from censoM. 
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ACT II. 

SCENB I. 

France. Before the walls of Anglers, 

Enter, on one side, abchdxjkb of Austria, ftnd 
Forces ; on the other, philip, king of France, attd 
Forces; lewib, coj^stakcb, arthub, and At" 
tendants. 

Lew, Before Angiers well met, brave Austria. — 
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart. 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 
By this brave duke came early to his grave : 
And, for amends to his posterity. 
At our importance ^ hither is he come, 
To spread his colors, boy, in thy behalf ; 
And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John. 
Embrace him, love him, give him welcome hither. 

Ar, God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion's death* 
The rather, that you give his offspring life. 
Shadowing their right under your wings of war. 
I ^ve you welcome with a powerless hand. 
But with a heart full of unstained love. - 
Welcome before tiie gates of Angiers, duke. 

> Importanity. 
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Lew, A noble boy! Who would not do thee 
right? 

Au8, Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss. 
As seal to this indenture of my love ; 
That to my home I will no more return. 
Till Anglers, and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-faced shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides* 
And coops from other lands her islanders ; 
Even till that England, hedged in with the main. 
That water- walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes ; 
Even till that utmost comer of the west 
Salute thee for her king : till then, fair boy, 
WiU I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Con. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's 
thanks. 
Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength. 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Aus. The peace of Heaven is theirs, that liit 
their swords 
In such a just and charitable war. 

K, Phi. Well, then, to work ; our cannon shall 
be bent 
Against the brows of this resisting town. 
CaU for our chiefest men of discipline. 
To cull the plots of best advantages : ^ — 
We *11 lay before this town our royal bones. 



To mark such stations as may best overawe the towiu 
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Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood. 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Con* Stay for an answer to your embassy. 
Lest unadvised you stain your swords with blood. 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war ; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood. 
That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter chatillon. 

K. Phi, A wonder, lady ! — ^lo, upon thy wish. 
Our messenger Chatillon is arrived. — 
What England says, say briefly, gentle lord ; 
We coldly pause for thee. Chatillon, speak. 

Cha. Then turn your forces from this paltry 
siege. 
And stir them up agsdnst a mightier task. 
England, impatient of your just demands. 
Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse vdnds, 
Whose leisure I have stay'd, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I. 
His marches are expedient ^ to this town. 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother-queen. 
An At^,* stirring him to blood and strife ; 
With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
W/.tb them a bastard of the king's deceased : 



^ Immediate, expeditious. 

* At6 wtii the goddess of revenge. 
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And all the unsettled hunK^rs of the land, — 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' spleens, — 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their hades. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er; 
Did never float upon the swelling tide. 
To do offence and scath ^ in Christendom. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 

[drums beai^ 
Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand. 
To parley, or to fight ; therefore, prepare. 

jK. Phi. How much unlook'd for is this expedi- 
tion! 

Aus, By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavor for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occasion. 
Let them be welcome then ; we are prepared. 

Enter king johx, elinob, blanch, bastabd^ pem- 
BBOKE, and Forces. 

K. John. Peace be to France ; if France in peace 
permit 
Our just and lineal entrance to our own ! 
^^ '^ot, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven ! 
les we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
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Their proud contempt that beat hia peace to heaven. 

K, Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace ! 
England we love ; and, for that England's sake. 
With burden of omr armour here we sweat : 
This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 
But thou from loving England art so far. 
That thou hast underwrought ^ his lawful king, 
Cut off the sequence of posterity. 
Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother GeflFrey's face ; — 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his : 
This litde abstract doth contain that large. 
Which died in Geffirey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief* into as huge a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother born. 
And this his son ; England was Geffrey's right. 
And this is Geffrey's. In the name of God, 
How comes it then, that thou art call'd a king. 
When living blood doth in these temples beat. 
Which owe * the crown that thou o'ermasterest ? 

K. John. From whom hast thou this great com- 
mission, France, 
To draw my answer from thy articles ? 

K. Phi. From that supernal Judge, that stirs 
good thoughts 
In any breast of strong authority. 



I Undermined. * Short writing. * Own. 
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To look into the blots and stains /of right, 
lliat Judge hath made me guardian to this boy ; 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong ; 
And, by whose help, I mean to chastise it. 

K, John, Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

J^. Phi. Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down. 

Eli. Who is it thou dost call usurper^ France ? 

Con, Let me make answer ; — ^thy usurping son. 

Eli, Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king. 
That thou mayst be a queen, and check the world ! 

Con. My bed was ever to thy son as true. 
As thine was to thy husband ; and this boy 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey, 
Than thou and John in manners ; being as like» 
As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think. 
His father never was so true begot : 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There *s a good mother, boy, that blots thy 
father. 

Con. There's a good grandam, boy, that would 
blot thee. 

Jus. Peace! 
- Bos. Hear the crier. 

Aus. What the devil art thou ? 

Bos. One that will play the devil, sir. with you. 
An 'a may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare of whom the proverb goes. 
Whose valor plucks dead lions by the beard. 
I *11 smoke your skin-coat, an I catch you right : 
Sirrah, look to 't ; i' faith, I will, i' faith. 
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Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's 
robe. 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! 

Bas. It lies as sightly on the back of him. 
As great Alcides* shoes upon an ass : — ~ 

But, ass, I 'U take that burden from your back ; 
Or lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack. 

Aus, What cracker is this same, that deafs our 
ears 
Wth this abundance of superfluous breath ? 

K. Phi. Lewis, determine what we shall do 
straight. 

Lew* Women and fools, break off your con- 
ference. — 
King John, this is the very sum of all } — 
England and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine. 
In right of Arthur do I claim of thee : 
Wilt thou resigfn them, and lay down thy arms ? 

J^. John. My life as soon : — I do defy thee» 
France. 
Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 
And, out of my dear love. I '11 give thee more 
Than ^'er the coward hand of France can win. 
Submit thee, boy. 

Eli, Come to thy grandam, child. 

Con, Do, child, go to it' grandam, child ; 
GKve grandam kingdom, and it' grandam will 
Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig. 
There 's a good grandam ! 

Ar. Good my mother, peace ! 

I would, that I were low laid in my grave : 
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I am not worth this coil ^ that 's made for me. 

Eli. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
weeps. 

Con. Now shame upoa you, whe'r ^ die does or 
no! 
His grandam's wrongs, and not hig mother's shames. 
Draw those heayen-moving pearls from his poor 

eyes. 
Which Heaven shall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with these crystal beads Heaven shall be bribed 
To do him justice, and revenge on you. 

Eli, Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth! 

Con. Thou monstrous injurer of heaven and 
earth! 
Call not me slanderer ; thou and thine usurp 
The dominations, royalties, and rights 
Of this oppressed boy. This is thy eldest «on's son, 
Infortunate in nothing but in thee. 
Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him. 
Being but the second generation 
Removed from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

K. John, Bedlam, have done. 

Con. I have but this to say ;— 

That he 's not only plagued for her ua. 
But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
On this removed issue, plagued for her. 



> Tumult • Whether. 
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And with her plague, her Bin ; his iiyury 
Her injury, — ^the beadle to her sin ; 
All punish'd in the person of this child. 
And all for her ; a plague upon her ! 

J?/i. Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy son. 

Con. Ay, who doubts that? a will! a wicked 
wiU; 
A woman 6 will ; a canker'd grandam's will ! 

K. Phi. Peace, lady ; pause, or be more tempe- 
rate: 
It iU beseems this presence, to cry aim ^ 
To these ill-tuned repetitions. 
Some trumpet summcm hither to the walls 
These men of Angiers ; let us hear them speak* 
Whose title they admit, Arthur** or John's. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter citizbns ^^n the walls. 

I Cit. Who is it, that hath wam'd us to tiie 

walls? 
K. Phi. 'Tis France, for England. 
K. John. England, for itself : 

You men of Angiers, and my loving subjects, — 
K. Phi. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's 

subjects. 
Our trumpet call'd you to this gentle parle.* 

K. John. For our advantage ; — therefore, hear us 

first. 



' To give eocouragemeat. * Conference. 
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These flags of France, that are advanced here 

Before the eye and prospect of your town. 

Have hither march'd to your endamagement : 

The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ; 

And ready mounted are they, to spit forth 

Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls : 

AU preparation for a bloody siege. 

And merciless proceeding by these French, 

Confront your city's eyes, your winking gates ; 

And, but for our approach, those sleeping stonei^ 

That as a waist do girdle you about. 

By the compulsion of their ordnance 

By this time from their fixed beds of lime 

Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made 

For bloody power to rush upon your peace. 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful king. 

Who painfully, with much expedient march. 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates. 

To save unscratch'd your city's threaten'd cheeks^-— 

Behold, the French, amazed, vouchsafe a parle : 

And now, instead of bullets wrapp'd in fire. 

To make a shaking fever in your walls. 

They shoot but calm words, folded up in smoke. 

To make a faithless error in your ears : 

Which trust accordingly, kind citizens. 

And let us in, your kmg, whose labor'd spirits, 

Forwearied ^ in this action of swift speed. 

Crave harborage within your city walls. 



Worn out. 
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K, Phi. When I have said, make answer to ns 
both. 
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 
Is most divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet, 
Son to the elder brother of this man. 
And king o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
In warlike march these greens before your town ; 
Being no farther enemy to you. 
Than the constraint of hospitable zeal, 
In the relief of this oppressed child. 
Religiously provokes. Be pleased then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe. 
To him that owes * it ; namely, this young prince : 
And then our arms, like to a muzzled bear. 
Save in aspect, have all offence seal'd up ; 
Our cannons' malice vainly shall be spent 
Agidnst the invulnerable clouds of heaven ; 
And, with a blessed and unvex'd retire, 
With unhack'd swords, and helmets all unbruised. 
We will bear home that lusty blood again. 
Which here we came to spout against your town. 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer, 
'Tis not the roundure * of your old-faced walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war : 
Though all these English, and their discipline. 



» Owns. * Circle. 
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Were harbor'd ia their rude circumference. 
Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord. 
In that hehalf which we have challenged it ; 
Or shall we give the signal to our rage. 
And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

1 Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's 
subjects : 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John. Acknowlege then the king, and let me 

in. 
1 Cit, That can we not : but he that proves the 
king. 
To him will we prove loyal : till that time. 
Have we ramm*d up our gates against the world. 
K. John, Doth not the crown of England prove 
the king? 
And, if not that, I bring you witnesses. 
Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed, — 
^ Bos. Bastards, and else. 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K, Phi. As many, and as well-bom bloods as 

those, 

^ Bos. Some bastards too. 

K. Phi. Stand in his face, to contradict his claim. 
1 Cit. Till you compound whose right is wor- 
thiest. 
We for the worthiest hold the right from both. 
K. John. Then God forgive the sin of all those 
souls. 
That to their everlasting residence. 
Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet. 
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In dreadM trial of our kingdom's king 1 
. K. Phi. Amen, Amen ! — ^Mount, cheraliers 1 to 



arms 



Bos. Saint George, that swinged the dragon, and 
e'er since 
Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door. 
Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah, were I at home. 
At jour den, sirrah, [to Autiria.'] with your lioness, 
I 'd set an ox-head to your lion's hide. 
And make a tnonster of jou. 

Au8, Peace; no more. 

Bas, O, tremble ; for you hear the lion roar. 
K. John, Up higher to the plain; where we'll 
set forth. 
In best appointment, all our regiments. 

Bas. Speed then, to take advantage of the field. 
K. Phi. It shall be so ; — [to Lewis,'] and at the 
other hill 
Command the rest to stand* God, and our right ! 

lEjeeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Thei 



Alarums and excursions; then a retreat. Enter a 
FBENCH HERALD, with trumpets, to the gates, 

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide your 
gates. 
And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother. 
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Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground. 
Many a widow's husband groveling lies. 
Coldly embracing the discolor'd earth ; 
And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly displayed, 
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne England's king and yours. 

Enter an English hbkald, with tr^impets, 

E. Her, Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
bells; 
King John, your king and England's, doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-bright. 
Hither return aU gilt with Frenchmen's blood : 
There stuck no plume in any English crest. 
That is removed by a staff of France ; 
Our colors do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march'd forth ; 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands. 
Died in the dying slaughter of their foes : 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cit, Heralds, from off our towers we might behold, 
From first to last, the onset and retire 
Of both your armies, whose equality 
By our best eyes cannot be censured.* 



1 Estimated. 
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Blood hath hought blood, and blows have answered 
blows ; 

Strength match'd with strength, and power con- 
fronted power : 

Both are alike ; and both alike we like. 

One must prove greatest; while they weigh so 
even. 

We hold our town for neither, yet for both. 

Enter, at one side, king john, tvith his power, eli- 
NOR, BLANCH, and the bastard; at the other, 
KING PHILIP, LEWIS, AUSTRIA, and Forces, 

K, John. France, hast thou yet more blood to 

cast away ? 
Say, shall the current of our right roam on ? 
Whose passage, vex'd with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell 
With course disturb'd even thy confining shores ; 
Unless thou let his silver water keep 
A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

K. Phi, England, thou hast not saved one drop 

of blood. 
In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 
Rather lost more : and by this hand I swear. 
That sways the earth this climate overlooks, — 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms. 
We 11 put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we 

bear. 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; 
Gracing the scroll^ that tells of this war*.<; loss. 
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With slaughter coupled to the name of kings. 

Bos, Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers. 
When the rich hlood of kings is set on fire ! 
O, now doth Deatii line his dead chaps with steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teel^, hb fangs ; 
And now he feasts, mousing the flesh of men. 
In undetermined differences of kings. 
Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ? 
Cry, hayoc,^ kings ! back to the staiiied field. 
You equal potents,* fier^*kindled spirits ! 
rhen let confusion of one part confirm 
The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and 
death ! 

K. John. Whose .party do the townsmen yet 
admit? 

K. Phi, Speak, citizens, for England; who's 
your, king ? 

1 Cit, The king of England, when we know the 
king. 

K, Phu Know him in, us, that here hold up his 
right. 

K> John. In us, that are our own great deputy, 
And bear possession of our person here ; 
Lord of our presence,^ Angiers, and of you. 

1 Cit. A greater power than we denies all this ; 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our &tn)ng-barr'd gates : 



1 Comvumd slaa§htur to proceed. ^ PoteDUtf «• 

• In our own right. 
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King'd of our fears ; until our fears, resolved. 
Be by some certain king purged and deposed. 

Bos. By heaven, these scroyles ^ of Angiers flout 
you, kings ; 
And stand securely on their battlements. 
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 
Your royal presences be ruled by me : 
Do, like the mu tines < of Jerusalem, 
Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town : 
By east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon, charged to the mouths ; 
Till their soul-fbaring clamors have brawl'd down 
The ffinty ribs of this contemptuous city. 
I 'd play incessantly upon these jades. 
Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 
That done, dissever your united strengths. 
And part your mingled colors once again ; 
Turn face to face, and bloody point to point : 
> Then, in a moment. Fortune shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 
To whom in favor she shall give the day. 
And kiss him with a glorious victory. 
How like you this wild counsd, mighty states ? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 



1 Scntrf fellows. * Mudnoen. 
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K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above our 
heads, * 

I like it well. France, shall we knit our powers. 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 
Then, after, fight who shall be king of it ? 

Bos, An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 
Being wrong'd, as we are, by this peevish town, — 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery. 
As we will ours, against these saucy walls : 
And when that we have dash'd them to the ground. 
Why, then defy each other ; and, pell-mell, 
Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell. 
K. Phi. Let it be so. — Say, where will you 

assault ? 
K, John. We from the west will send destruction 
Into this city's bosom. 
Aus. I from the north. 

K. Phi. Our thunder, from the south. 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bos. O prudent discipline ! From north to south ! 
Austria and France shoot in each other^s mouth : 

[aside, 
I '11 stir them to it : — Come, away, away ! 

1 Cit, Hear us, great kings : vouchsafe awhile to 
stay, 
And I shall show you peace and fair-faced league ; 
Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds. 
That here come sacrifices for the field. 
Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 
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K. John, Speak on, with favor ; we are bent to 
hear. 

1 at. That daughter there of Spain, the lady 
Blanch, 
Is near to England : look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 
If lusty love should go in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous ^ love should go in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If love ambitious sought a match of birth. 
Whose veins bound richer blood than lady Blanch ? 
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth. 
Is the young Dauphin every way complete ; 
If not complete, O, say, he is not she ; 
And she again wants nothing, to name want« 
If want it be not, that she is not he : 
He is the half part of a blessed man. 
Left to be finished by such a she ; 
And she a fair divided excellence. 
Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 
O, two such silver currents, when they join, 
Do glorify the banks that bound them in : 
And two such shores to two such streams made one. 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, kings. 
To these two princes, if you marry them. 
This union shall do more than battery can 
To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match. 



* Pious. 
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"With Bwifter spleen ^ than powder can enforce. 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 
And give you entrance; but, without this match. 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf. 
Lions more confident, mountains and rocks 
More free from motion ; no, not death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 
As we to keep this dty. 

Bos. Here 's a stay. 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old death 
Out of his rags ! Here 's a large mouth, indeed. 
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and 

seas; 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions 
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 
What cannoneer begot this lusty blood ? 
He speaks plain cannon, fire, and smoke, and 

bounce ; 
He gives the bastinado with his tongue ; 
Our ears are cudgel'd ; not a word of his. 
But bufiets better than a fist of France. 
Zounds ! I was never so bethump'd with words. 
Since I first call'd my brother's father dad. 

Eli. Son, list to this conjunction; make this 

match ; 
Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now unsured assurance to the crown. 



> Speed. 
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lliat yon green boy eball have no sun to ripe 

The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France. 

Mark, how they whisper; urge them» while their 

souls 
Are capable of this ambition ; 
Lest zeal, now melted by the windy breath 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse, 
Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

1 Cit. Why answer not the double* majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten'd^wn ? 

K, Phi, Speak England first, that hath been for- 
ward first 
To speak unto this city : What say you ? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely 
son, ' 

Can in this book of beauty read, I love. 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 
For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Maine, Pcuctiers* 
And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieged) 
Find liable to our crown and dignity. 
Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honors, and promotions. 
As she in beauty, education, blood. 
Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

K. Phi. What say'st thou, boy ? look in the 
lady's face. 

Lew, I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 
The shadow of myself form'd in her eye ; 
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Which, being but the shadow of your son. 
Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow. 
I do protest, I never loved myself, 
Till now infixed I beheld myself. 
Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[whispers with Blanch. 
Bos. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ! — ' 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow. 
And quartered in her heart ! — ^he doth espy 

Himself love's traitor. This is pity now. 
That hang'd, and drawn, and quartered, there should 

be. 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he. 

Blanch, My uncle's will, in this respect, is mine : 
If he see aught in you, that makes him like. 
That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 
I can with ease translate it to my will ; 
Or, if you will, (to speak more properly) 
I will enforce it easily to my love. 
Farther I will not flatter you, my lord. 
That all I see in you is worthy love. 
Than this, — that nothing do I see in you, 
(Though churlish thoughts themselves should be 

your judge) 
That I can find should merit any hate. 

K, John. What say these young ones ? What 

say you, my niece ? 
Blanch. That she is bound in honor still to do 
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can yJxi 
love this lady ? 
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Leto. Nay, ask me if I can retrain from love ; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K. John, Then do I 'give Volquessen, Touraine 
Maine, 
Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces. 
With her to thee ; and this addition more. 
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. 
Philip of France, if thou be pleased Mrithal, 
Command thy son and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi. It likes us well : young princes, close 
your hands. 

Au8. And your lips too ; for, I am well assured. 
That I did so, when I was first assured.^ 

K, Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates ; 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel, presently. 
The rites of marriage shall be solemnised. 
Is not the lady Constance in this troop ? — 
I know, she is not ; for this match, made up. 
Her presence would have interrupted much. 
Where is she and her son ? tell me, who knows. 

Lew. She is sad and passionate at your highness' 
tent. 

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that we 
have made, 
WiU give her sadness very little cure. 
Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady } In her right we came ; 



' Affianced. 
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Which we, God knows, have turu'd another way. 
To our own vantage. 

K, John. We will heal up all ; 

For we '11 create young Arthur duke of Bretagne, 
And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the lady Constance ; 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity. I trust we shall. 
If not fill up the measure of her will. 
Yet in some measure satisfy her so. 
That we shall stop her exclamation. 
Go we, as well as haste will suffer us, 
To this imlook'd-for, unprepared pomp. 

lEseunt all but the Bastard.— The Citizetu re- 
tire from the walls. 

Bas. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition ! 
John, to stop Arthur's title in the whole. 
Hath willingly departed with a part : 
And France, (whose armour conscience buckled on : 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field. 
As God's own soldier) rounded ^ in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil ; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith ; 
That daily break- vow ; he that wins of all. 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids ; — 
Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid, — cheats the poor maid of 
that; — 



I WhiajHTed. 
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That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling commo- 

dity,^— 
Commodity, the bias of the world ; 
The world, who of itself is peised * well. 
Made to run even, upon even ground ; 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias. 
This sway of motion, this commodity. 
Makes it take head from all indifferency. 
From all direction, purpose, course, intent; 
And this same bias, this conmiodity. 
This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word« 
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France* 
Hath drawn him from his own determined aid« 
From a resolved and honorable war. 
To a most base and vile-concluded peace. 
And why rail I on this commodity ? 
But for because he hath not woo'd me yet : 
Not that I have the power to clutch my hand« 
When his fair angels ' would salute my palm ; 
But for my hand, as unattempted yet. 
Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 
Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail. 
And say, — there is no sin, but to be rich ; 
And being rich, my virtue then shall be 
To say, — there is no vice, but beggary. 
Since kings break faith upon commodity. 
Gain, be my lord ; for I will worship thee ! [Esii. 



^ Interest. * Poised. ' Gold coin. 



d by Google 



156 KING JOHN. ACT III. 



ACT III. 

SCENS I. 

The same. The French king's tent. 
Enter constancy, Arthur, and sali&btjrt. 

Con. Gone to be married! gone to swear a 
peace! 

Fals€ blood to fabe blood join'd! Grone to be 
Mends! 

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch those pro- 
vinces? 

It is not so ; thou hast misspoke, misheard. 

Be well advised ; tell o'er thy tale again. 

It cannot be ; thou dost but say, 'tis so ; 

I trust I may not trust thee ; for thy word 

Is but the vain breath of a common man : 

Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a king's oath to the contrary. 

Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting me ; 

For I am sick, and capable ^ of fears ; 

Oppress'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears ; 

A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 

A woman, naturally bom to fears ; 

And though thou now confess, thou didst but jest. 

With my vex'd spirits I cannot take a truce. 



> Susceptible. 
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But they will quake and tremble all this day. 
What dost thou mean by shaking of thy head } 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 
What means that hand upon that breast of thine ? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering o^er his bounds ? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale. 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

Sal. As true, as, I believe, you think them false. 
That give you cause to prove my saying true. 

Con. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow. 
Teach thou this sorrow how to make me die ; 
And let belief and life encounter so. 
As doth the fury of two desperate men. 
Which, in the very meeting, fall, and die. — 
Lewis marry Blanch! O, -boy, then where art 

thou ? 
France friend with England! what becomes of 

me? — 
Fellow, be gone ; I cannot brook thy sight ; 
This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

SaL What other harm have I, good lady, done. 
But spoke the harm that is by others done ? 

Con, Which harm within itself so heinous is. 
As it makes harmful all that speak of it. 

Ar, I do beseech you, madam, be content. 

Con. If thou, that bid'st me be content, wert 
grim. 
Ugly, and slanderous to thy mother's womb. 



d by Google 



158 KIKG JOHN. ACT III. 

Full of unpleasing blots and sightless > stains. 
Lame, foolish, croeked, swart, prodigious,^ 
Patch'd with foul moles and eye-offending marks, 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 
But thon art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and Fortune join'd to make thee great : 
Of Nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast. 
And with the half -blown rose : but Fortune, O ! 
She is corrupted, changed, and won from thee ; 
She adulterates hourly with thine uncle John ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck'd cm France 
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty. 
And made his majesty the bawd to thdrs. 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and king John ; 
That strumpet Fortune, that usurping John. 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ? 
Envenom him with words ; or get thee gone. 
And leave those woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to underbear. 

SaL Pardon me, madam ; 

I may not go without you to the kings. 

Con. Thou mayst, thou shalt ; I will not go irith 
thee: 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud ; 
For gri^ is proud, and makes its owner stoqp. 



' Uusightiy. * Portentous. 
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To me, and to the state of my great grief » 
Let kings assemble ; for my grief's so great. 
That no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can hold it up : here I and sorrows sit; 
Here is my tiburone ; bid kings come bow to it. 

[she throws herself on the ground. 

Elder kino john, kino philip, lkwis, blanch, 
BLiNoa, BASTARD, AUSTRIA, and Attendants, 

K, Phi. Tis true, fair daughter, and this blessed 
day 
Ever in France shall be kept festival : 
To solemnise this day, the glorious sun 
Stays in his course, and plays the alch3nnist ; 
Turning, with splendor of his precious eye. 
The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold. 
The yearly course, that brings this dxy about. 
Shall never see it but a holyday. 

Con. A wicked day, and not a holyday ! [rising. 
What hath this day deserved ? what hath it done. 
That it in golden letters should be set. 
Among the high tides, in the calendar ? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week ; 
This day of shame, oppression, peijury : 
Or, if it must stand still, let wives with child 
Pray that their burdens may not fall this day. 
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd : ^ 



^ Be disappointed by the production of a prodigy or 
monsier. 
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But 1 on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not tliis day made : 
This day, all things begun come to ill end ; 
Yea, faith itself to hollow falsehood change ! 

K. Phi. By heaven; lady, you shall have no 
cause 
To curse the fair proceedings of this day. 
Have I not pawn'd to you my majesty ? 

Con. You have beguiled me with a counterfeit. 
Resembling majesty; which, being touch'd, and 

tried. 
Proves valueless. You are forsworn, forsworn ; 
You came in arms to spill mine enemies' blood. 
But now in arms you strengthen it with yours. 
The grappling vigor and rough frown of war 
Is cold in amity and painted peace. 
And our oppression hath made up this league. 
Arm, arm, you Heavens, against these perjured 

kings ! 
A widow cries ; be husband to me. Heavens ! 
Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace ; but, ere sunset. 
Set armed discord 'twixt these pexjured kings ! 
Hear me, O, hear me ! 

Aus. Lady Constance, peace. 

Con. War! war! no peace! peace is to me a 
war. 
Ljrmoges ! O Austria ! thou dost shame 



Except. 
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That bloody spoil. Thou dave, thou wretch, thou 

coward! 
Thou little valiant, great in yillany ! 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
Thou Fortune's champion, that dost never fight 
But when her humorous ladyship is by 
To teach thee safety ! thou art peijured too. 
And soothest up greatness ! What a fool art thou^ 
A ramping fool ; to brag, and stamp, and swear. 
Upon my party ! Thou cold-blooded slave. 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ; 
Been sworn my soldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ; 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it ^ for shame, 
'And hang a calf s skin on those recreant limbs. 

Aus. O, that a man should speak those words to 
me ! 

Bas. And hang a calf s skin on those recreant _ 
limbs. 

Aus, Thou darest not say so, villain, for thy life. 

Bas, And hang a calf s skin on those recreant — 
limbs. 

K. John, We like not this; thou dost forget 
thyself. 

Enter pandulph. 
K. Phi, Here comes the holy legate of the pope. 



» Throw it off. 
n. 
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Pan, HaH, you anointed deputies of heaven ! 
To thee, king John, my holy errand is. 
I Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal. 
And from pope Innocent the legate here. 
Do, in his name, religiously demand. 
Why thou against the church, our holy mother* 
So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce. 
Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archhishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? 
This, in our foresaid holy father's name. 
Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. \ 

K. John, What earthly name to interrogatories 
Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 
Thou canst not, cardinal, devise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous. 
To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 
Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England 
Add thus much more ; — that no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions ; 
But, as we under Heaven are supreme head ; 
So, under him, that great supremacy. 
Where we do reign, we will alone uphold. 
Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 
So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart 
To him and his usurp'd authority. 

K, Phi, Brother of England, you blaspheme in 

this. 
K, John, lliough you, and all the kings of 
Christendom, 
Are led so grossly by this meddling priest. 
Dreading the curse that money may buy out ; 
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And by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust. 

Purchase corrupted pardon of a man. 

Who, in that sale, sells pardon from himself : 

Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led. 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ; 

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pan. Then, by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand cursed and excommunicate ; 
And blessed shall he be, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to a heretic ; 
And meritorious shall that hand be call'd. 
Canonised, and worship*d as a saint. 
That takes away by any secret course 
Thy hateful life. 

Con. O, lawful let it be. 

That I have room with Rome to curse awhile ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou Amen 
To my keen curses ; for, without my wrong. 
There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 

Pan. There's law and warrant, lady, for my 
curse. 

Con. And for mine too; when law can do no 
right, 
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong. 
J^w cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he, that holds his kingdom, holds the law. 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong. 
How can the law forbid my tongue to curse } 

Pan. Philip of France, on peril of a curse. 
Let go the hand of that arch -heretic ; • 
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And raise the power of France upon his head. 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. 
JEli. Look'st thou pale, France ? do not let go 

thy hand. 
Con, Look to that, devil ! lest that France re- 
pent, 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 
Aus, King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 
« Bas. And hang a calf s skin on his recreant 
limbs. 
Aus. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs. 

Because 

Bas. Your breeches best may carry them. 

K. John. Philip, what say'st thou to the cardiual .? 
Con. What should he say, but as the cardinal ? 
Lew. Bethink you, father ; for the diflFerence 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 
Or the light loss of England for a friend. 
Forego the easier. 

Blanch. That 's the curse of Home. 

Con. O Lewis, stand fast ; the devil tempts thee 
here. 
In likeness of a new untrimmed bride. 

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from her 
faith. 
But from her need. 

Con. O, if thou grant my need. 

Which only lives but by the death of faith. 

That need must needs infer this principle, 

That faith* would live again by death of need : 
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O, then, tread down my need, and faith mounts up ; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John, The king is moved, and answers not to 
this. 

Con, O, be removed from him, and answer well. 

Avs. Do so, king Philip ; hang no more in doubt. 

Bos, Hang nothing but a calf s skin, most sweet 
lout ! 

K. PAi. I am perplex'd, and know not what to 
say. 

Pan. What canst thou say, but will perplex thee 
more. 
If thou stand excommunicate and cursed ? 

K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person 
yours. 
And tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 
This royal hand and mine are newly knit ; 
And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link'd together 
With all religious strength of sacred vows. 
The latest breath, that gave the sound of words. 
Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true love. 
Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves ; 
And even before this truce, but new before, — . 
No longer than we well could wash our hands. 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heaven knows, they were besmear'd and over- 

stain'd 
With slaughter's pencil ; where revenge did paint 
The fearful diflference of incensed kings. 
And shall these hands, so lately purged of blood. 
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So newly join'd in love, so strong in both. 

Unyoke this seisure, and this kind regreet ? * 

Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with Heaven, 

Make such unconstant children of ourselves. 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm ; 

Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage bed 

Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true sincerity ? O holy sir. 

My reverend father, let it not be so : 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 

Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless'd 

To do your pleasure, and continue Mends. 

Pan. All form is formless, order orderless. 
Save what is opposite to England's love. 
Therefore, to arms ! be champion of our church ! 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe her curse, 
A mother's curse, on her revolting son. 
France, thou mayst hold a serpent by the tongue, 
A cased lion* by the mortal paw, 
A fasting tiger safer by the tooth. 
Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost 
hold. 

K, Phi. I may disjoin my hand, but not my 
faith. 

Pan. So makest thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil war, set'st oath to oath. 



* Exchange of salutation. 

* A lion irritated by oonfinement. 
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Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 

First made to Heaven, first be to Heaven perform'd ; 

That is, to be the champion of our church ! 

What since thou sworest, is sworn against thyself. 

And may not be performed by thyself : 

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss. 

Is not amiss, when it is truly done ; 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill. 

The truth is then most done not doing it. 

The better act of purposes mistook 

Is, to mistake again ; though indirect. 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct. 

And falsehood falsehood cures ; as fire cools fire. 

Within the scorched veins of one new bum*d. 

It is religion, that doth make vows kept ; 

But thou hast sworn against religion ; 

By what thou swear'st, against the thing thou 

swear'st ; 
And makest an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath. The truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swear onlynot to be forsworn ; 
Else, what a mockery should it be to swear ! 
But thou dost swear only to be forsworn ; 
And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost swear. 
Therefore, thy latter vows, against thy fijrst. 
Is in thyself rebellion to thyself : 
And better conquest never canst thou make. 
Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against those giddy, loose suggestions : 
Upon which better part our prayers come in. 
If thou vouchsafe them ; but» if not,, then know. 
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The peril of our curses light on thee ; 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off; 

But, in despair, die under their hlack weight. 

Atis. Rebellion, flat rebellion ! 

Bos. Will 't not be? 

Will not a calf's skin stop that mouth of thine ? 

Lew. Father, to arms ! 

Blanch. Upon thy wedding-day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 
What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter'd 

men? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlish drums, — 
Clamors of hell, — be measures ^ to our pomp ? 
O husband, hear me ! — ah, alack, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ! — even for that name. 
Which till this time my tongue did ne'er pro- 
nounce. 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to arms 
Against mine uncle. 

Con. O, upon my knee. 

Made hard with kneeling, I do 'pray to thee. 
Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
Forethought by Heaven. 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love. What motive 
may 
Be stronger with thee than the name of wife ? 

Con. That which upholdeth him that thee up- 
holds ; 



^ Accompanying music. 
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His honor ; O, thine honor, Lewis, thine honor ! 

Lew. I muse,* your majesty doth seem so cold. 
When such profound respects do puU you on. 

Pan. I will denounce a curse upon his head. 

K, Phi. Thou shalt not need :— England, I '11 fall 
from thee. 

Con. O fair return of banish'd majesty ! 

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within 
this hour. 

Bus. Old Time the dock-setter, that bald sexton^ 
Time ;— 
Is it as he will ? well then, France shall rue. 

Blanch. The sun 's o'ercast with blood. Fair day, 
adieu! 
Which is the side that I must go withal ? 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 
And, in their rage, I having hold of both. 
They whirl asunder, and dismember me. 
Husband, I cannot pray that thou mayst win ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou mayst lose ; 
Father, I may not wish the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not vnsh thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 
Assured loss, before the match be play'd. 

Lew. Lady, with me, with me thy fortune lies. 

Blanch. There where my fortune lives, there my 
life dies. 



« Wonder. 
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K. John, Cousin, go» draw our puissance ^ to- 
gether. — \Exit Bastard. 
France, 1 am bum'd up with inflaming wrath ; 
A rage, whose heat hath this condition : — 
That nothing can allay, nothing but blood, 
The blood, and dearest-valued blood, of France. 
K. Phi. Thy rage shall bum thee up, and thou 
shalt turn 
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire. 
Look to thyself; thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. — To 
arms let 's hie ! [£s€unt. 

SCBKB II. 

77a^ same. Plains near Angiers. 

Alarums, Excursions. Enter thb bastard, with 
Austria* s head, 

Bas, Now, by my life, this day grows wondrous 
hot; 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky. 
And pours down mischief. Austria's head, lie there. 
While Philip breathes. 

Enter king john, abthub, and hubbbt. 

K. John, Hubert, keep this boy : — ^Philip, make 
up: 



> Forces. 
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My mother is assailed in our tent« 
And ta'en, I fear. 

Bos. My lord, I rescued her ; 

Her highness is in safety; fear you not : 
9ut on, my liege ; for very little pains 
Will hring this labor to a happy end. [Eseunt. 

SCENE III. 

The same. 
Alarums }. Excursions ; Retreat. Enter king john-. 

ELINOR, ABTHUB, THE BASTARD, HUBERT, and 

Lords. 

K. John. So shall it be ; your grace shall stay 
behind, [to Elinor. 

So strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : 

[/o Arthur. 
Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. 

Ar. O, this will make my mother die with grief. 
K. John. Cousin, [to the Bastard."] away for Eng- 
land ; haste before : 
And, ere our coining, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; angels ^ imprisoned 
Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon. 
Use our commission in his utmost force. 



Gold coin. 
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Bos, Bell, book, and candle ^ shall not drive mo 
back. 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 
I leave your highness. — Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy) 
For your fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

EH, Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K. John. Coz, farewell. 

lEjeit Bastard, 

EH, Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 
[she takes Arthur aside, 

K, John, Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hubert, 
We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love : 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. ' 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K, John, Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 
But thou shalt have ; and creep time ne'er so slow. 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say ; — ^but let it go : 



The fear of excommunication. 
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The 8un is in the heaven ; and the proud day; 

Attended with the pleasures of the world. 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,i 

To give me audience. If the midnight bell 

Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one into the drowsy race of night ; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand» 

And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 

Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick ; 

(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins. 

Making that idiot, laughter, keep men's eyes. 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes) 

Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 

Without a tongue, using conceit * alone. 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 

Then, in despite of brooded ^ watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But, ah, I will not : — ^yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lovest me well. 

Hub, So well, that what you bid me undertake. 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act. 
By heaven, I 'd do 't. 

K. John, Bo not I know, thou wouldst ? 

Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 



» Showy ornaments. • Conception, thought. 

» For brooding. 
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On yon young boy : I '11 tell thee what, my friend : 
He is a very serpent in my way ; 
And, wheresoe'er this foot of mine doth tread. 
He lies before me. Dost thou understand me ^ 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And I '11 keep him so. 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John. Death. 

Hub.^ My lord? 

K. John, A grave. 

Hub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 

I could be merry now. Hubert, I love thee : 
Well, I '11 not say what I intend for thee. 

Remember. r-Madam, fare you well ; 

I '11 send those powers o'er to your majesty. 

Eli. My blessing go with thee ! 

K. John. For England, cousin, go : 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. — On toward Calais, ho ! 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The same. The French king's tent. 

Enter king philip, lewis, panuulph, and 
Attendants. 

K. Phi. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado * of convicted ^ sail 



» Fleet of war. « Peftroj«d. 
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Is scattered, and disjoined from fellowship. ' 

Pan, Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go well. 

K, Phi, What can go well, when we have run so 
ill? 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Angiers lost ? 
Arthur ta'en prisoner ? divers dear Mends slain ? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O'erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Lew. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 
So hot a speed with such advice disposed. 
Such temperate order in so fierce a cause. 
Doth want example. Who hath read or heard 
Of any kindred action like to this ? 

K, Phi. Well could I bear that England had this 
praise. 
So we could find some partner of our shame. 

hnttfr CONSTANCE. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will. 
In the vile prison of afliicted breath. 
I pr'jrthee, lady, go away with me. 

Con. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace ! 

K. Phi. Patience, good lady! comfort, gentle 
Constance ! 

Con. No, I defy i all counsel, all redress. 
But that which ends all counsel, true redress. 
Death, death. — O amiable, lovely death ! 

> Refuse. 
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Thou odoriferous steach 1 sound rottenness ! 

Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 

Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 

And put my eyeballs in thy vanity brows ; 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms ; 

And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust. 

And be a carrion monster like thyself. 

Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou snulest. 

And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery's love, 

O, come to me ! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Con, No, no, I wiU not, having breath to cry. 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder's mouUi ! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy. 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice. 
Which scorns a modem ^ invocation. 

Pan. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 

Con. Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 
I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine ; 
My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
I am not mad ; — I would to Heaven, I were ! 
For then, 'tis like I should forget myself : 
O, if I could, what grief should I forget ! — 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou shalt be canonised, cardinal ; 



ComzDon. 
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.^or, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be delivered of these ^sroes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself. 
If I were mad, I should forget my son. 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he. 
I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K, Phi. Bind up those tresses. O, what love I 
note 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs ! 
Where but by chance a silver drop hath fallen. 
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Do glue themselves in sociable grief; 
Like true, inseparable, fEuthful loves, 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Con, To England, if you will. 

K. Phi. Bind up your hairs. 

Con. Yes, that I will ; and wherefore will I do 
it? 
I tore tkem from their bonds ; and cried aloud, 
' O that these hands could so redeem my son, 
As they have given these hairs their liberty ! ' 
But now I envy at their liberty. 
And will again commit them to their bonds, 
^^cause my poor child is a prisoner. 
Knd, father cardinal, I have heard you say, 
rbat w^ shall see and know our Mends in heaven : 
'f that be true, I shall see my boy again ; 
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To him that did hut yesterday suspire,^ 
There was not such a gracious* creature bom. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 
And chase the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost. 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 
And so he '11 die ; and, rising so again, 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven, 
I shall not know him : therefore never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pan, You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Con, He talks to me, that never had a son. 

K, Phi, You are as fond of grief as of your 
child. 

Con, Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, < 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form : 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, . 

[tearing off her head-dress. 
When there is such disorder in my wit. 
O lord ! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son I 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my sorrow's cure ! [Exii. 



» Breathe. ^ Graceful. 
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K, Phi, I fear some outrage, and I *11 follow her. 

[Exit, 
Lew, There 's nothing in this world can make me 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 
Vexing the dull ear cf a drowsy man ; 
And bitter shame hath spoiled the sweet word's 

taste, 
Tiiat it yields naught but shame and bitterness. 

Pan, Before the curing of a strong disease. 
Even in the instant of repair and health. 
The fit is strongest ; evils, that take leave. 
On their departure most of all show evil. 
What have you lost by losing of this day } 

Lew, All days of glory, joy, and happiness. 

Pan, If you have won it, certainly, you had. 
No, no : when Fortune means to men most good. 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
'Tis strange to think how much king John hath lost 
In this, which he accounts so clearly won. 
Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prisoner ? 

Lew, As heartily as he is gla3 he hath him.* 

Pan, Your mind is all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spirit ; 
For even the breath of what I mean to speak 
Shall blow each dust, each straw, each little rub. 
Out of the path which shall directly lead 
Thy foot to England's throne ; and, therefore, mark. 
John hath seised Arthur ; and it cannot be. 
That, whiles warm life plays in that infant's veins, 
Tlie misplaced John should entertain an hour. 
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One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest. 

A sceptre, snatch'd with an unruly hand, 

Must be as boisterously maintained a^ gain'd ; 

And he, that stands upon a slippery place. 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up. 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must fall ; 

So be it, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew, But what shall I gain by young Arthur's 
fall? 

Pan. You, in the right of lady Blanch your ^^e. 
May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pan, How green you are« and fresh in this old 
world! 
John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you : 
For he, that steeps his safety in true blood. 
Shall find but bloody safety, and untrue. 
This act, so evilly bdm, shall cool the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
That none so small advcuitage shall step forth. 
To check his reign, but they will cherish it : 
No natural exhalation in the sky. 
No scape of nature,* no distemper'd day. 
No common wind, po customed event. 
But they will pluck away his natural cause. 
And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs. 
Abortives, presages, and tongues of Heaven, 
Plainly denouncing vengeance upon John. 



* No monstrous birth. 
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Lew, May be, he will not touch young Arthur's 
life. 
But hold himself safe in his prisonment. 

Fan, O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach. 
If that young Arthur be not gone already. 
Even at that news he dies ; and then the hearts 
Of all his people shall revolt from him. 
And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 
And pick strong matter of revolt and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John. 
Methinks, I see this hurly ^ all on foot ; 
And, O, what better matter breeds for you. 
Than I have named ? The bastard Faulconbridge 
Is now in England, ransacking the church, 
OfFencfing charity : if but a dozen Frencii 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call 
To train ten thousand English to their side ; 
Or, as a little snow, tumbled about. 
Anon becomes a mountain. O noble Dauphin, 
Go with me to the king : 'tis wonderful. 
What may be wrought out of their discontent : . 
Now that their soulsf are topfull of offence. 
For England go ; I wUl whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions. Let 
us go: 
If you say Ay. the king will not say No. \Exeunt, 



* Tumult. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Northampton. A room in the castle. 

Enter Hubert and two attendaxi??. 

Hub, Heat me these irons hot ; and, look the. 
stand 
Within the arras : ^ when I strike my foot 
Upon the hosom of the ground, rush forth ; 
And bind the boy, which you shall find with me. 
Fast to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watcn. 
1 Att, I hope your warrant wDl bear out the 

deed. 
Huh. Uncleanly scruples! Fear not you: look 
to *t. — [Exeunt Attendants. 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 

Enter Arthur. 

Ar. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Huh. Good morrow, little prince. 

Ar, As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince) as may be. — You are sad. 

Huh. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Ar. Mercy on me ! 

Methinks, nobody should be sad but I : 

' Tapestry. 
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Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Voung gentlemen would be as sad as night. 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom^ 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I Tjrould be as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle practises more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's son ? 

No, indeed, is 't not ; and I would to Heaven, 

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub, If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. [aside, 

Ar, Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to- 
day. 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick. 
That I might sit all night, and watch with you. 
I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Huh. His words do take possession of my bosom. 
Read here, young Arthur, [showing a paper,'] How 
now, foolish rheum ! [aside. 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door ! 
I must be brief ; lest resolution drop 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears. 

Can you not read it ? is it not fair writ ? 

Ar, Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect. 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes ? 

Huh, Young boy, I must. 

Ar, And will you ? 

Huh, And I wiU. 
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Ar, Have yon the heart ? When your head did 
but ache, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again : 
And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time ; 
Saying, * What lack you ? * and, * Where lies your 

grief?' 
Or, * What good love may I perform for you ? ' 
Many a poor man's son would have lain still, 
And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you ; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 
And call it cunning : do, an if you will : 
If Heaven be pleased that you will use me ill. 
Why then you must. Will you put out mine 

eyes ? — 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall. 
So much as frown on you ? 

Huh, I have sworn to do it 

And with hot irons must I bum them out. 

Ar. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do it ! 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot. 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears. 
And quench his fiery indignation. 
Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 
Nay, after that, consume away in rust. 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 
Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer'd iron ^ 
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An if an angel should have come to me. 
And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 
I would not have believed him; no tongue, but 
Hubert's. 
Hub, Come forth. [stamps. 

Re-enter attendants, with cord, irons, 8fC. 

Do as I bid you do. 

Ar, O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes are 
out. 
Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 

Ar, Alas, what need you be so boisterous rough ? 
I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 
For Heaven's sake, Hubert, let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away. 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 
Not look upon the iron angerly. 
Thrust but these men away, and 1 11 forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub, Go, stand within ; let me alone with him. 

1 Att, I am best pleased to be from such a deed 

[Exeunt Attendants. 

Ar, Alas ! I then have chid away my friend ; 
He hath a stem look, but a gentle heart. 
Let him come back, that his compassion may 
Give life to yours. - * 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourself. 

Ar. Is there no remedy ? 
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Huh, None, but to lose yout eyes. 

Ar, O heaven ! — that there were but a mote in 
yours, 
A gram, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense ! 
Then, feeling what small things are boisterous 

there, 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 

Huh, Is this your promise? go to, hold your 
tongue. 

Ar, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes. 
Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes. O, spare mine eyes. 
Though to no use^ but still to look on you ! 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, , 
And would not harm me. 

Huh, I can heat it, boy. 

Ar, No, in good sooth; the ^e is dead with 
grief. 
Being create for comfort, to be used 
In undeserved extremes.^ See else yourself: 
There is no malice in this burning coal ; 
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out. 
And strew'd repentant ashes on his head. 

Huh, But with my breath I can revive it, boy. 

Ar, And if you do, you will but make it blush. 



In acts of cruelty which I have not deserved. 
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And glow with shame of your proceedings, Hubert. 
Nay, it, perchance, will sparkle in your eyes ; 
And, like a dog that is compelled to fight. 
Snatch at his master that doth tarre him on.^ 
All things, that you should use to do me wrong. 
Deny their office : only you do lack 
That mercy, which fierce fire, and iron, extends, 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking uses. 

Hub, Well, see to live: I will not touch thint 
eyes 
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes.* 
Yet am I sworn ; and I did purpose, boy, 
With this same very iron to bum them out. 

Ar, O, now you look like Hubert ! all this while 
You were disguised. 

Hub. Peace : no more. Adieu ; 

YQur uncle must not know but you are dead : 
1 *11 fill these dogged ^ spies with false reports. 
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless, and secure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world. 
Will not offend thee. 

Ar, O heaveii ! — I thank you, Hubert, 

Hub, Silence ; no more : go closely * in with me : 
Much danger do I undergo for thee. lExeunt, 



1 Set bim ou. '* Possesses. 

* Sulieo. ♦ Secretly. 
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The same, A room of state in the palace. 

Enter king john, crowned; pbmbhokb, Salisbury^ 
and other Lords, The king takes his state, 

K, John, Here once again we sit, once again 
crown'd. 
And look'd upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

Pem, This once again, but that your highness 
pleased. 
Was once superfluous : you were crown'd before. 
And that high rojralty was ne'er pluck'd oft*; 
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt ; 
Fresh expectation troubled not the land 
With any long'd-for change, or better state. 

Sal. Therefore, to be possess'd with double ponftj». 
To guard i a title that was rich before, 
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 
To throw a perfume on the violet. 
To smoothe the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish. 
Is wasteft^l, and ridiculous excess. 

Pem. But that your royal pleasure must be done, 
This act is as an ancient tale new told ; 
And, in the last repeating, troublesome. 
Being urged at a time unseasonable. 



* To oraament with a border or lace. 
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Sal, In this, the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about ; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinion sick, and truth suspected. 
For putting on so new a fashioned robe. 

Pern, When workmen strive to do better than 
well. 
They do confound their skill in covetousness : * 
And, oftentimes, excusing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worse by the excuse ; 
As patches, set upon a little breach. 
Discredit more in hiding of the fault. 
Than did the fault before it was so patched. 

Sal. To this effect, before you were new-crown'd. 
We breathed our counsel : but it pleased your high- 
ness 
To overbear it ; and we are all well pleased. 
Since all and every part of what we would 
Doth make a stand at what your highness will. 

K, John, Some reasons of this double coronation 
I have possess'd you with, and think them strpng ; 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my fear) 
I shall indue you ^th. Meantime, but ask 
What you would have reformed, that is not well ; 
And well shall you perceive, how willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requests. 



In an eager emulation. 
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Pern, Then I, (as one that am the tongue of 
these. 
To sound ' the purposes of all their hearts) 
Both for myself and them, (hut, chief of all, 
Your safety, for the which myself and them 
Bend their best studies) heartily request 
The enfranchisement of Arthur ; whose restraint 
Doth move the murmuring lips of discontent 
To break into this dangerous argument; — 
If, what in rest you have, in right you hold. 
Why then your fears (which, as they say, attend 
The steps of wrong) should move you to mew up 
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days 
With barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercise ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occasions, let it be our suit. 
That you have bid us ask his liberty ; 
Which for our goods we do no farther ask, 
Than whereupon our weal, on your depending, 
Counts it your weal, he have his liberty. 

K, John, Let it be so ; I do commit his youth 

Enter Hubert. 

To your direction. — Hubert, what news with you } 
Pern, This is the man should do the bloody 
deed; 
He show'd his warrant to a friend of mine : 



* Declare. 
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The image of a wicked heinous fault ' 

Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of his 

Does show the mood of a much-troubled breast ; 

And I do fearfully believe, 'tis done, • 

What we so fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal. The color of the king doth come and go, 
Between his purpose and his conscience. 
Like heralds *twixt two dreadful battles set : 
His passion is so ripe, it needs must break. 

Pern, And, when it breaks, I fear, will issue 
thence 
The foul corruption of a sweet child's death. 

K, John. We cannot hold mortality's strong 
hand. 
Good lords, although my will to give is living, 
The suit which you demand is gone and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Sal. Indeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure. 

Pern. Indeed, we heard how near his death he 
was. 
Before the child himself felt he was sick. 
This must be answer'd, either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend such solemn brows 
on me ? 
Think you, I bear the shears of destiny ? 
Have I commandment on the pulse of life ? 

Sal. It is apparent foul-play ; and 'tis shame. 
That greatness should so grossly oiFer it : — 
So thrive it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Pern. Stay yet, lord Salisbury ; I '11 go with thee. 
And find the inheritance of this poor child, 
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His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood, which owed ^ the breath of all this isle. 
Three foot of it doth hold ; bad world the while ! 
This must not be thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long,,! doubt. 

[Exeunt Lords. 
K, John, They bum in indignation ; I repent : 
There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 
No certain life achieved by others' death. 

Enter hessbngeb. 

A fearful eye thou hast. Where is that blood. 

That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm. 

Pour down thy weather. How goes all in France ? 

Mes. From France to England. Never such a 
power 
For any foreign preparation, 
Was levied in the body of a land. 
The copy of your speed is leam'd by them ; 
For, when you should be told they do prepare. 
The tidings come, that they are all arrived. 

K, John, O, where hath our intelligence been 
drunk ? 
Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother's care. 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 
And she not hear of it ? 

Mes, My liege, her ear 

* Own«d. 
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Is stopp'd with dust : the first of April, died 
Your noble mother ; and, as I hear, my lord. 
The lady Constance in a frensy died 
Three days before : but this from rumor's tongue 
I idly heard ; if true or false, I know not. 

K. John, Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
O, make a league with me, till I have pleased 
My discontented peers I What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! — 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France 
That thou for truth givest out, are landed here ? 

Mes, Under the Dauphin. 

Enter thb bastard and fbtbb of fomfbet. 

K. John, Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. Now, what says the world 
To your proceedings ? Do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bos, But, if you be afeard to hear the worst, ^ 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, cousin; for T was 
amazed 
Under the tide : but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bos. How I have sped among the clergymen. 
The sums I have collected shall express. 
Rut, as I travell'd hither through tJie land, ^ 
1 fiiid the people strangely fantasied ; 
Possess'd with rumors, full of idle dreams ; 
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Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear : 
And here 's a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 
To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rh3rme8. 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon. 
Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

K. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
thou so ? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out 
so. 

K, John. Hubert, away with him ; imprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 
I shall peid up my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to safety,^ and return, 
For I must use thee. — O my gentle cousin, 

[Exit Hubert, with Peter. 
Hear'st thou the news abroad, who are arrived ? 

Bos. The French, my lord; men's mouths are 
full of it : 
Besides, I met lord Bigot, and lord Salisbury, 
fWith eyes as red as new-enkindled fire) 
And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill'd to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go. 

And thrust thyself into their companies : 
I have a way to win their loves again. 



Safe custody. 
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Bring them before me. 

Bas. I will seek them out. - 

K, John, Nay, but make haste ; the better foot 

before. 

O, let me have no siibject enemies^ 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 

With dreadful pomp of stout invasion ! 

Be Mercury ; set feathers to thy heels ; 

And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 

Bas, The spirit of the time shall teach me speed. — 

[Exit. 

K. John, Spoke like a spriteful noble gentle* 
man. 
Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers. 
And be thou he. 

Mes. With all my heart, my liege. [Exit, 

K. John, My mother dead ! 

Re-enter hubebt. 

Huh, My lord, they say, five moons were seen 
to-night ; 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wondrous motion. 

K, John, Five moons ? 

Huh, Old men and beldams, in the streets, 

Do prophesy upon it dangerously. 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths : 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
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And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wrist., 

Whilst he that hears makes fearful action. 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus. 

The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool. 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor's news, 

Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 

Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 

Had falsely thrust upon contrary feet) 

Told of a many thousand warlike French, 

That were embattailed and rank'd in Kent : 

Another lean, unwash'd artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

K, John, Why seek'st thou to possess me with 
these fears ? 
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death ? 
Thy hand hath murder'd him : I had a mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst none to kill him. 

Hub. Had none, my lord ? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 

K, John, It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves, that take their humors for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life ; 
And, on the winking of authority. 
To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humor than advised respect.^ 

Hvb, Here is your hand and seal for what I did. 



1 Deliberate consideration. 
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. K, John, O, when the last account 'twixt heaven 

and earth 
Is to be made, then shall this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 
How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds ill done ! Hadest not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature marked. 
Quoted,! and sign'd, to do a deed of shame. 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect. 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany. 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 
Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub, My lord, 

K. John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or 

made a pause. 
When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 
Or tum'd an eye of doubt upon my face. 
And bid me tell my tale in express words ; 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me breuk 

off. 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in 

me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs. 
And didst in signs again parley with sin ; 
Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent. 



' Distingaished. 
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And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 

The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name. 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

My nobles leave me ; and my state is braved, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers : 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly lund. 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath. 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience and my cousin's death. 

Huh. Arm you against your other enemies, 
I '11 make a peace between your soul and you. 
Yoimg Arthur is alive. This hand of mine 
Is yel a maiden and an innocent hand. 
Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 
Within this bosom never enter'd yet 
The dreadful motion of a murderous thought : 
And you have slander'd nature in my form ; 
Which, howsoever rude exteriorly. 
Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John, Doth Arthur live ? O, haste thee to the 
peers. 
Throw this report on their incensed rage. 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my passion made 
Upon thy feature ; for my rage was blind. 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 
O, answer not ; but to my closet bring 
llie angry lords with all expedient haste : 
. conjure thee but slowly ; run more fast. [Exeunl. 
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SCENE III. 

The same. Before the castle. 

Enter arthue on the walls. 

Ar. The wall is high ; and yet will I leap down. 
Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 
There 's few, or none, do know me ; if they did. 
This ship-boy's semblance hath disguised me quite. 
I am afraid ; and yet 1 11 venture it. 
If I get down, and do not break my limbs, 
I '11 find a thousand shifts to get away : 
As good to die and go, as die and stay. 

[leaps down. 
O me ! my uncle's spirit is in these stones ; — 
Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! 

[dies. 

Enter fembeoke, salisbuey, and bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at saint Edmund's- 
Bury. 
It is our safety, and we must embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pern. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ? 

Sal. The count Melun, a noble lord of France ; 
Whose private ^ with me, of the Dauphin's love. 
Is much more general than these lines import. 

Bi. To-morrow morning let us meet him then. 



> FriTate ftccQunt. 
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Sal. Or, rather, then set forward ; for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, lords, or e'er we meet. 

JEnter the bastabd. 

Bos. Once more to-day well met, distemper'd^ 
lords ! 
The king, by me, requests your presence straight. ~ 

SaL The king hath dispossess'd himself of us ; 
We will not line his thin bestained cloak 
With our pure honors, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where'er it walks. 
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst. 

Bas. Whate'er you think, good words, I think, 

were best. 
SaL Our griefs, and not our manners, reason 

now. 
Bas, But there is little reason in your grief; 
Therefore, 'twere reason, you had manners now. 
Pern. Sir, sir, impatience hath his privilege. 
Bas. 'Tis true, to hurt his master, no man else. 
Sal. This is the prison. What is he lies here } 

[seeing Arthur. 
Pern. O death, made proud with pure and princely 
beauty ! 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. 

SaL Murder, as hating what himself hath done. 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revenge. 

Bi, Or, when he doom'd this beauty to a grave. 



* Out of humor. 
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Found it too precious-princely for a grare. 

SaL Sir Richard, what think you? Have you 
beheld. 
Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think ? 
Or do you almost think, although you see, 
That you do see? could thought, without this 

object. 
Form such another ? This is the very top. 
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest. 
Of murder's arms : this is the bloodiest shame. 
The wildest savagery, the vilest stroke. 
That ever wall-eyed wrath, or staring rage. 
Presented to the tears of soft remorse.^ 

Pern. All murders past do stand excused in this : 
And this, so sole, and so unmatchable. 
Shall give a holiness, a purity. 
To the yet-unbegotten sin of times ; ^ 
And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 
Exampled by this heinous spectacle. 

Bos. It is a damned and a bloody work ; 
The graceless action of a heavy hand, — 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

SaL If that it be the work of any hand }^ 
We had a kind of light, what would ensue. 
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand ; 
The practice and the purpose of the king. 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul. 
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life. 



Pity. * Of all future timep. 
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And breathing to his breathless excellence 
The incense of a vow, a holy vow ; — 
Never to taste the pleasures of the world. 
Never to be infected with delight, 
Nor conversant with ease and idleness. 
Till I have set a glory to this hand, 
3y giving it the worship ^ of revenge. 

Pern, Bi, Our souls religiously confirm thy 
words. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Iiords, I am hot with haste in seeking you. 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

'Sal. O, he is bold, and blushes not at death. 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no villain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law ? 

[drawing his swords 
^ Bas. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 

Sal, Not till I sheathe it in a murderer's skin. 

Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury ; stand back, I 
say; 
By heaven, I think, my sword 's as sharp as yours. 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself. 
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Bi. Out, dunghill ! darest thou brave a nobleman ? 



> Dignity, honor. 
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Huh, Not for my life ; but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal, Thou art a murderer. 

Huh, Do not prove me so : ^ 

Yet, I am none. Whose tongue soe'er speaks false. 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pern, Cut him to pieces. 

Bos, Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal, Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 

Bos, Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 
I 'U strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime ; 
Or I *11 so maul you and your toasting-iron. 
That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Bi, What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon- 
bridge ? 
Second a villain and a murderer ? 

Huh, Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Bi, Who killed this prince ? 

Huh, 'Tis not an hour since I left him well. 
1 honored him, I loved him, and will weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life's loss. 

Sal, Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes^ 
For villany is not without such rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 
i^way, with me, all you, whose souls abhor 



By compelling me to Idll you. 
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The uncleanly savors of a slaughter-house ; 
For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Bi. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there ! 

Pern, There, tell the king, he may inquire us out. 

{Exeunt Lords. 

Bos. Here *s a good world ! — Knew you of this 
fair work ? 
Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death. 
Art thou damn*d, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bos. Ha ! 1 'U tell thee what ; 
Thou art damn'd as black — nay, nothing is so 

black; 
Thou art more deep damn'd than prince Lucifer -. 
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my soul, 

Bos. If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair ; 
And, if thou want'st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or, wouldst thou drown 

thyself. 
Put but a little water in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the ocean. 
Enough to stifle such a villain up. 
I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Hub. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought. 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
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\^^ch was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 
I left him well. 

Bos, Go, bear him in thine arms. 

I am amazed, methinks ; and lose my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world. * 
How easy dost thou take all England up ! ^ 
From forth this morsel of dead royalty. 
The life, the right, and truth of aU this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug, and scamble, and to part by the teeth 
The unowed ^ interest of proud-swelling state. _ 
Now, for the bare-pick'd bone of majesty. 
Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest, 
And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace : 
Now powers from home, and discontents at home. 
Meet in one line ; and vast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast) 
The imminent decay of wrested pomp. 
Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture ^ can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child. 
And follow me with speed : I '11 to the king. 
A thousand businesses are brief in hand ; 
And Heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 

{Exeunt 



* Unowned. ' Girdle. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The same. A room in the palace, 

, Enter king john, pandulph toith the crown, and 
Attendants, 

K. John. Thus have I yielded up into your hand 
The cdrcle of my glory. 

Pan. Take again 

[giving John the crown. 
From this my hand, as holding of the pope. 
Your sovereign greatness and authority. 

K. John. Now keep your holy word : go, me^t 
the French ; 
And from his holiness use all your power 
To stop their marches, 'fore we are inflamed. 
Our discontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience. 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul. 
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 
This inundation of mistemper'd humor 
Rests by you only to be qualified. 
Then pause not ; for the present time *s so sick. 
That present medicine must be minister'd, 
Or overthrow incurable ensues. 

Pan. It was my breath that blew this tempest 
up. 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope : 
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But, since you are a gentle convertite,^ 

My tongue shall hush again this storm of war. 

And make fair weather in your blustering land. 

On this Ascension-day, remember well. 

Upon your oath of service to the pope, 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 

K. John. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the 
prophet 
Say, that, before Ascension-day at noon. 
My crown I should give off? Even so I have : 
I did suppose, it should be on constraint ; 
But, Heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter thb bastard. 

Bos, All Kent hath yielded ; nothing there holds 
out 
But Dover castle : London hath received. 
Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers : 
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John, Would not my lords return to me 
again. 
After they heard young Arthur was alive ? 

Bas. They found him dead, and cast into the 
streets ; 



• Convert. 
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An empty casket, where the jewel of life 

By some damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K. John. That villain Hubert told me, he did 
live. 

Bos. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought : 
Let not the world see fear and sad distrust 
Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be stirring as the time ; be fire with fire ; 
Tlireaten the threatener, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviors from the great. 
Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 
Away ; and glister like the god of war. 
When he intendeth to become the field. 
Show boldness, and aspiring confidence. 
What, shall they seek the lion in his den ? 
And fright him there, and make him tremble 

there? 
O, let it not be said ! — Forage,^ and run 
To meet displeasure farther from the doors ; 
And grapple with him, ere he come so nigh. 

K. John. The legate of the pope hath been with 
me. 
And I have made a happy peace with him ; 
And he hath promised to dismiss tne powers 



> Go aUroad. 
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Led by the Dauphin. 

Bos* O inglorious league ! 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 
Send fair-play orders, and make compromise. 
Insinuation, parley, and base truce. 
To arms invasive ? Shall a beardless boy, 
A cocker'd ^ silken wanton, brave our fields. 
And fiesh his spirit in a warlike soil. 
Mocking the air with colors idly spread. 
And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms : 
Perchance, the cardinal cannot inake your peace ; 
Or if he do, let it at least be said. 
They saw we had a purpose of defence. 

K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present 
time. 

Bos. Away then, with good courage: yet, I 
know. 
Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Ejpeunt^ 



SCENE II. 

A plain near St. EdmuncTa-Bury. 

Enter, in arms, lewis, Salisbury, melun, Pem- 
broke, BIGOT, and Soldiers, 

Lew* My lord Melun, let this b^ copied out. 
And Keep it safe for our remembrance : 
Return ^e precedent to these lords again; 



> Fondled, 
ri. 
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That, having our fair order written down. 
Both they and we, perusing o'er these notes, 
May know wherefore we took the sacrament. 
And keep our faithn firm and inviolable. 

Sal, Upon our sides it never shall be broken. 
And, noble Dauphin, albeit we swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurged faith, 
To your proceedings ; yet, believe me, prince, 
I am not glad that such a sore of time 
Should seek a plaster by contemn'd revolt. 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound. 
By making many. O, it grieves my soul. 
That I must draw this metal from my side 
To be a widow-maker; O, and there. 
Where honorable rescue, and defence. 
Cries out upon the name of Salisbury : 
But such is the infection of the time. 
That, for the health and physic of our rights 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of stem injustice and confused wrong. 
And is *t not pity, O my grieved friends ! 
That we, the sons and children of this isle. 
Were bom to see so sad an hour as this ; 
Wherein we step after a stranger march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies' ranks, (I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot > of this enforced cause) 
To grace the gentry of a land remote. 



1 StHin, disgmce. 
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And follow unacquainted colors here ? 

What, here ? — O nation, that thou couldst remove ! 

That Neptune's arms, who clippeth ^ thee about. 

Would bear thee from the knowlege of thyself. 

And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ; 

Where these two Christian armies might combine 

The blood of malice in a vein of league. 

And not to-spend it so unneighborly ! 

Lew, A noble temper dost thou show in this ; 
And great affections, wrestling in thy bosom. 
Do make an earthquake of nobility. 
O, what a noble combat hast thou fought 
Between compulsion and a brave respect ! * 
Let me wipe off this honorable dew. 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks. 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation : 
But this effusion of such manly drops ; 
This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul. 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amazed. 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Figured quite o'er with burning meteors. 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, 
And with a great heart heave away this storm : 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes. 
That never saw the giant world enraged ; 
Nor met with fortune other than at feasts. 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 



» £iubr:tceth. • Love of country. 
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Come, come ; for thou Shalt thrust thy haud as deep 
Into the purse of rich prosperity 
As Lewis himself : — so, nobles, shall you all. 
That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. 

Enter pandulph, attended. 

And even there, methinks, an angel spake. 
Look, where the holy legate comes apace. 
To give us warrant from the hand of Heaven , 
And on our actions set the name of right. 
With holy breath. 

Pan, Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this ; — ^king John hath reconciled 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in. 
That so stood out against the holy church. 
The great metropolis and see of Rome : 
Therefore thy threatening colors now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wild war ; 
That, like a lion foster'd up at hand. 
It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 
And be no farther harmful than in show. 

Lew, Your grace shall pardon me; 1 will not back: 
I am too high-bom to be propertied. 
To be a secondary at control. 
Or useful serving-man, and instrument 
To any sovereign state throughout the world. 
Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastised kingdom and myself. 
And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now 'tis far too huge to be blown out 
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With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right. 
Acquainted me with interest to this land, 
Yea, thrust this enterprise into my heart : 
And come you now to tell me, John hath made 
His peace with Rome ? What is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honor of my marriage-bed. 
After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 
And, now it is half-conquer'd, must I back. 
Because that John hath made his peace with 

Rome ? 
Am I Rome's slave? What penny hath Rome 

borne. 
What men provided, what munition sent. 
To underprop this action ? Is *t not I, 
That undergo this charge ? Who else but I, 
And such as to my claim are liable, 
Sweat in this business, and maintain this war ? 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out 
Vive le Roy / as I have bank*d their towns ? 
Have I not here the best cards for the game, 
To win this easy match play'd for a crown ? 
And shall I now give o'er the yielded set ? 
No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pan. You look but on the outside of this work. 

Lew. Outside or inside, I will not return 
Till my attempt so much be glorified 
As to my ample hope was promised 
Before I drew this gallant head of war, 
And cull*d these fiery spirits from the world. 
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To outlook 1 conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. 

[trumpet sounds. 
What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ? 

Enter thb bastard, attended. 

Baa. According to the fair play of the world. 
Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak. 
My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you answer, I do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pan. The Dauphin is too wilful-opposite. 
And will not temporise with my entreaties : 
He flatly says, he *11 not lay down his arms. 

Bas. By all fhe hlood that ever fury breathed. 
The youth says well. Now hear our English king ; 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. 
He is prepared ; and reason too, he should : 
This apish and unmannerly approach. 
This hamess'd masque, and unadvised revel. 
This unhair'd sauciness, and boyish troops, 
The king doth smile at ; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms, 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand, which had the strength, even at your 
door. 



■ Face down by a sbow ofmaguauimity. 
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To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; ^ 

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks ; 

To lie, like pawns, lock'd up in chests and trunks ; - 

To hug with swine ; to seek sweet safety out 

In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill and shake. 

Even at the crying of your nation's crow,* 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman ; — 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here. 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 

No : know, the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And like an eagle o'er his aiery ^ towers, 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. 

And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts. 

You bloody ^Neros, ripping up the womb 

Of your dear mother England, blush for shame : 

For your own ladies, and pale-visaged maids. 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 

Their neelds * to lances, and their gentle hearts 

To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lew, There end thy brave,^ and turn thy face in 
peace. 
We grant, thou canst outscold us : fare thee well. 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pan. Give me leave to speak. 



1 Leap over the hatch. ' At the crowing of a cock. 

» Nest. * Needles. * Boast. 
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Bos. No, I will speak. 

Lew. We will attend to neither. 

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our heing here. 

Bos. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will cry 
out; 
And so shall you, being beaten. Do but start 
An echo with the clamor of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready braced. 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine : 
Sound but another, and another shall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder : for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here. 
Whom he hath used rather for sport than need) 
Is warlike John ; and in his forehead sits 
A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 

Lew. Strike up our drums, to find this danger 
out. 

Bos. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin; do not 
doubt. [Exeunt, 

SCBNB III, 

77ie same. A field of battle. 

Alarums. Enter kino john and httbbrt. 

K. John. How goes the day with us ? O, tell me« 

Hubert. 
Hub. Badly, I fear. How fares your majesty ? 
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K, John, This fever* that hath troubled me so 
long, 
lies heavy on me. O, my heart is sick ! 

Enter mbssenoer. 

Mes, My lord, your valiant kinsman, Faulcon- 
bridge. 
Desires your majesty to leave the field. 
And send him word by me which way you go. 

K, John, Tell him, towEird Swinstead, to the 
abbey there. 

Mes, Be of good comfort ; for the great supply. 
That was expected by the Dauphin here. 
Are wreck'd three nights ago on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now : 
The French fight coldly, and retire themselves. 

K. John, Ah me ! this tyrant fever bums me up. 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinstead ; to my litter straight : 
Weakness possesseth me, and I am faint. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

The same. Another part of the same. 

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke, bigot, and others, 

Sal, I did not think the king so stored with 

friends. 
Tern, Up once again ; put spirit in the French : 
If they miscarry, we miscarry too. 

Sal, That misbegotten devil, Faulconbridge, 
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In spite of spite, alone upholds the day. 

Pern. They say, king John^ sore sick, hath left 
the field. 

Enter melun wounded, and led hy Soldiers. 

Me. Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

Sal. When we were happy, we had other names. 

Pern. It is the count Melun. 

Sal. Wounded to death. 

Me. Fly, nohle English; you are bought and 
sold: 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion. 
And welcome home again discarded faith. 
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet ; 
For, if the French be lords of this loud day. 
He means to recompense the pains you take. 
By cutting off your heads : thus hath he sworn. 
And I with him, and many more with me. 
Upon the altar at Saint Edmund's-Bury ; 
Even on that altar, where we swore to you 
Dear amity and everlasting love. 

Sal. May this be possible ? may this be true ? 

Me. Have I not hideous death within my view. 
Retaining but a quantity of life ; 
Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire ? * 
What in the world should make me now deceive. 
Since I must lose the use of all deceit ? 



' In allusion to the images made by witches. 
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Why should I then be false, since it is true 
That I must die here, and live hence by truth ? 
I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 
He is forsworn, if e*er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east : 
But even this night, — ^whose black contagious breath 
Already smokes about the burning crest 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun ; — 
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire ; 
Pajring the fine of rated treachery. 
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives. 
If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 
Commend me to one Hubert, with your king : 
The love of him, — and this respect besides. 
For that my grandsire was an Englishman,-^ 
Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
From forth the noise and rumor of the field ; 
Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
^ peace, and part this body and my soul 
With contemplation and devout desires. 

Sal. We do believe thee; — and, beshrew my 
soul. 
But I do love the favor and the form 
Of this most fair occasion, by the which 
We will untread the steps of damned flight ; 
And, like a bated and retired flood. 
Leaving our rankness and irregular course. 
Stoop low within those bounds we have o'erlook'd. 
And calmly run on in obedience. 
Even to our ocean, to our great king John. 
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My arm shall give thee help to bear thee hence ; 
For I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right m thme eye. Away, my friends ! New flight ; 
And happy newness,^ that intends old right. 

[Exeunt, leading off Melun. 



SCISNB V. 

The same. The French camp. 

Enter lewis and his train. 

Lew, The sun of heaven, methought, was loath 
to set; 
But stay'd, and made the western welkin blush. 
When the English measured backward their own 

ground, 
In faint retire. O, bravely came we off. 
When with a volley of our needless shot. 
After such bloody toil, we bid good night ; 
And wound our tattering colors clearly up. 
Last in the field, and almost lords of it ! 

Enter messenger. 

Mes. Where is my prince, the Dauphin ? 

Lew. Here. What news ? 

Mes. The count Melun is slain ; the English lords. 
By his persuasion, are again fallen off; 
And your supply, which you have wish'd so long. 



Innovation. 
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Are cast away, and sunk on Goodwin sands. 

Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news ! — ^Beshrew thy very 
heart! 
I did not think to be so sad to-night, 
As this hath made me. "Wlio was he, that said. 
King John did fly, an honr or two before 
The stumbling night did part our weary powers ? 
Mes, Whoever spoke it, it is true, my lord. 
Lew, Well ; keep good quarter and good care to- 
night : 
The day shall not be up so soon as I, 
To try the fair adventure of to-morrow, [flxeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

An open place in the neighborhood of Swinstead- Abbey, 
Enter the bastard and Hubert, meeting. 

Hub, Who *s there ? Speak, ho ! speak quickly, 
or I shoot. 

Bos, A friend. — What art thou ? 

Hub, Of the part of England. 

Bos, Whither dost thou go ? 

Hub. What's that to thee? Why may not I 
demand 
Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine ? 

Baa. Hubert, I think. 

Hub. Thou hast a perfect thought. 

I will, upon all hazards, well believe 
Thou art my friend, that know'st my tongue so well. 
Who art thou ? 
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Bos. Who thou wilt : an if thou please. 

Thou mayst befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub, Unkind remembrance! thou and eyeless 
night 
Have done me shame. Brave soldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Bas, Come, come ; sans ^ compliment, what news 
abroad ? 

Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow of 
night, 
To find you out. 
^ Bas, Brief, then ; and what 's the news ? 

Hub, O, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night. 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bas, Show me the very wound of this ill news : 
I am no woman ; 1 11 not swoon at it. 

Hub, The king, I fear, is poisoned by a monk. 
I left him almost speechless, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 
Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bas, How did he take it ? who did taste to him ? 

Hub, A monk, I tell you ; a resolved 'villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and, peradventure, may recover. 
"^ Bas, Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ? 



« Without. 
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Hub. Why, know you not? The lords are all 
come hack. 
And brought prince Henry in their company ; 
At whose request the king hath pardoned them : 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bos, Withhold thine indignation, mighty Heaven* 
'And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 
I '11 tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night. 
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide : 
These Lincoln washes have devour'd them ; 
Myself, well-mounted, hardly have escaped. 
Away, before ! conduct me to the king : 
I doubt, he will be dead, or ere I come. lExeunt, 

SCENE VII. 

77ie orchard of Swinstead- Abbey, 

Enter prince henry, Salisbury, and bigot. 

P, Hen. It is too late ; the life of all his blood 
Is touched corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes. 
Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak; and holds 
belief. 
That, being brought into the open air. 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that fell poison which assaileth him. 
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P. Hen, Let him be brought into the orchard 

here. 
Doth he still rage ? [Eait Bigot. 

Pern, He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

P, Hen, O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes* 
In their continuance, will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey'd upon the outward parts. 
Leaves them invisible ; and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
"With many legions of strange fantasies, 
"Which, in their throng and press to that last hold. 
Confound themselves. 'Tis strange, that death 

should sing. 
I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan. 
Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death ; 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

SaL Be of good comfort, prince; for you are 

bom 
To set a form upon that indigest. 
Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 

Re-enter bigot and Attendants, who bring in king 
JOHN in a chair. 

K. John, Ay, marry, now my soul hath elbow- 
room; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust. 
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I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

P. Hen, How fares your majesty ? 

K. John. Poison'd, — ill-fare ;— dead, forsook, cast 
off; 
And none of you will bid the winter come. 
To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their course 
Through my bum'd bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you 

much ; 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait,^ 
And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen, O, that there were some virtue in my 
tears. 
That might relieve you ! 

K. John. The salt in them is hot ; 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confined to tyrannise 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Enter the bastard. 

Bos, O, I am scalded with my violent motion. 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K, John, sO cousin, thou art come to set mine 
eye; 



• Narrow, avaricious. 

'VI. 
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The tackle &f my heart is crack'd and bura'd ; 

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should 

sail. 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair. 
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by. 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered ; 
And then all this thou seest is but a dod. 
And module ^ of confounded royalty. 

Bos, The Dauphin is preparing hitherward ; 
Where, Heaven he knows, how we shall answer 

him: 
For, in a night, the best part of my power. 
As I upon advantage did remove. 
Were in the washes, all unwarily 
, Devoured by the unexpected flood. [the king dies, 
SaL You breathe these dead news in as dead an 
car. 
My liege ! my lord ! — But now a king, — now Aus. 
P. Hen. Even so must I run on, and even so 
stop. 
What surety of the world, what hope, what stdy. 
When this was now a king, and now is clay ? 

Bas. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behind. 
To do the office for thee of revenge ; 
And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven. 
As it on earth hath been thy servant still. 
Now, now, you stars, that move in your right 
spheres, 



« Model. 
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Where be your powers ? Show now your mended 

faiths; 
And instantly return with me again. 
To push destruction, and perpetual shame, 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land. 
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought. 
The Dauphin rages at our very heels. 

Sal, It seems, you know not then so much as 
we. 
The cardinal Pandulph is within at rest. 
Who half sn, hour since came from the Dauphin ; 
And brings from him such offers of our peace. 
As we with honor and respect may take. 
With purpose presently to leave this war. 

Bos, He will the rather do it, when he sees 
Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. ^ 

SaL Nay, it is in a manner done already ; 
For many carriages he hath despatch'd 
To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarrel 
To the disposing of the cardinal ; 
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords. 
If you think meet, this afternoon will post 
To consummate this business happily. 

Bos, Let it be so. And you, my noble prince, 
With other princes that may best be spared, "* 

Shall wait upon your father's funeral. 

P. Hen. At Worcester must his body be interr'd 
For so he will'd it. 

Ba8. Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on ^ 
Tlie lineal state and glory of the land ! 
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To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 
I do bequeathe my faithful services. 
And true subjection everlastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make. 
To rest without a spot for evermore. 

P. Hen. I have a kind soul, that would give you 
thanks. 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Bas, O, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs. 
This England never did, nor never shall. 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them. Naught shall make us 

rue. 
If England to itself do rest but true. [Eaeeunt. 
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HISTORICAL NOTICE 



KING RICHARD II. 



This play comprises little more tlian the last two 
years of the reign of Richard II; The action of the 
drama commences with Bolingbroke's challenge to 
Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, on an accusation of high 
treason, which took place in 1398, and it concludes 
with the murder of King Richard at Pomfret castla 
towards the end of 1400, or the beginning of the fol- 
lowing year. Holinshed furnished the facts which the 
poet diiamatised : the speech of the bishop of Carlisle 
in favor of Richard's divine right, and exemption from 
human jurisdiction, is copied, almost verbatim, from 
that old historian. 

The year 1593 is the date assigned by Malone to the 
production of this drama, which was printed four 
times during the life- time of our author; the first two 
editions appearing in 1597 and 1598, without the scene 
of the deposition, which was first appended in 1608. 
The next impression was that of 1615. 

* This play,* says Dr. Johnson, * is one of those 
which Shakspenre has apparently revised ; but as suc- 
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cess in works of inTention is not always proportionate 
to labor, it is not finished at last with the happy force 
of some other ot his trai^edies, nur can be said, 
mucd to affect tne passions* or enlarge the under- 
standing/ 
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ARGUMENT. 



Henry Bolingbroke, eldest Bon of John of Gaunt, duke of Lan- 
caster, accuses Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, of high treason, 
and, in confirmation of hif apsertion, challenges him to 
single combat, which is eagerly accepted by his opponent. 
At the appointed time, the combatants enter the lists, and 
the conflict is about to commence, when the king interposes, 
and pronounces a sentence of perpetual banishment on 
Norfolk, while the exile of Bolingbroke is limited to the 
period of six years. Shortly after the departure of bis son, 
John of Gaunt dies, and his property and estates are un- 
justly seised by the indigent monarch. Stung by this scan- 
dalous act of oppression, Bolingbroke takes advantage of the 
king's absence in Ireland, and arrives in England, where, 
by his artful professions of loyalty, together with solemn 
protestations of circumscribing his yiews within the reason- 
able demand of a repeal of his exile and a recovery of his 
patrimony, he insensibly acquires a power too formidable 
to be resisted ; and the unfortunate Richard is compelled 
to resign his crown into the hands of his cousin ; after 
which he is ctmfined in Pomfret castle, where be is put to 
death by the connivance of BouugDioke. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Kino Richard the Sbookd. 

Edmund of Lanoley, duke of York ;} , ^ ^. , . 
John of Gaunt, duke of Uncaster ; \ ^'^*^^®» *^ ^^« ^*"«- 
Henry, sumamed Bolingbroke duke of Herefcid, son to John 

of Gaunt ; afterwtods King Henry 1 V. 
Duke of Aumerle, son to the duke of York. 
Mowbray, duke of Norfolk. 
Duke op Surrey. 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Earl Berkley. 
Bushy, ^ 

Baoot, > creatures to King Richard. 
Green, 3 

Earl of Northumberland. 
Henry Percy, his son. 

Lord Ross. Lord Willouohby. Lord FmwArKn. 
Bishop of Carlisle. Abbot of Westminster. ' 
Lord^Marshal ; and another Lord. 
Sir Pierce of Exton. Sir Stephen 8croo»». 
Captain of a band of Welshmen. 

Queen to King Richard. 
Duchess of Gloster. . 
Duchess of York. 
Lady attending oathe Que«ii. 

Lords, Heralds, OflBcers, Soldiers, two Gardeners,. Keeper, 
Messenger, Groom, and other Attendants. 

Scene, dispersedly in England and Wales. 
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THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 

KINO RICHARD II. 



ACT I. 



London. A room in the palace. 

Enter kino richard, attended; john op oaunt, and 
other Nobles, with him. 

K, RL Old John of Gaunt, time-honor'd Lan- 
caster, 
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,* 
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold son ; 
Here to make good the boisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear. 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaunt. I have, my liege. 

K. Ri. TeU me moreover, hast thou sounded 
him. 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; 



> Bond. 
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Or wortliily as a good subject should, 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 

Gaunt, As near as I could sift him on that ar- 
gument, — 
On some apparent danger seen in him, 
Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

K. Ri. Then call them to our presence : face to 
face. 
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser and the accused freely speak : — 

[Eseunt some Attendants. 
High-stomach'd are they both, and full of ire. 
In rage deaf as the sea, hasty us fire. 

Re-enter Attendants, with bo^linobroke and 

NOBVOLK. 

Bol. Many years of happy days befal 
, My gracious sovereign, my most loving liege ! 

Nor. Each day still better other's happiness ; 
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap. 
Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. jKi. We thank you both : yet one but flatters 
us. 
As weU appeareth by the cause you come ; 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason. — 
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Bol. First, (HeavQn be the record to my speech !) 
In the devotion of a subject's love. 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince. 
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And free from other misbegotten hate. 
Come I appellant to this princely presence. 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee. 
And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak. 
My body shall make good upon this earth. 
Or my divine soul answer it in heaven. 
Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 
Too good to be so, and too bad to live ; 
^ince, the more fair and crystal i§ the sky. 
The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly. 
Once more, the more to aggravate the note. 
With a foul traitor's name stuff I thy throat ; 
And wish, (so please my sovereign) ere I move, 
What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword may 
prove. 
Nor, Let not my cold words here accuse my 
zeal: 
'Tis not the trial of a woman's war. 
The bitter clamor of two eager tongues. 
Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 
The blood is hot that must be cool'd for this, 
Yet can I not of such tame patience boast. 
As to be hush'd, and naught at all to say. 
First, the fair reverence of your highness curbs me 
From giving reins and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post, until it had returned 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setting aside his high blood's royalty. 
And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 
I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 
Call him a slanderous coward, and a villain ; 



d by Google 



238 KINO RICHARD II ACT I. 

Which to maintain, I would allow him odds ; 
And meet him, were I tied to run a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground inhabitable * 
Wherever Englishman durst set his foot. 
Meantime, let this defend my loyalty, — 
By all my hopes^ most falsely doth he lie. 

Bol. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my 
gage. 
Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ; 
And lay aside my high blood's royalty. 
Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except. 
If guilty dread hath left thee so much strength 
As to take up mine honor's pawn, then stoop. 
By that, and all the rites of knighthood else. 
Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 
What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 

Nor. I take it up; and, by that sword I 
swear. 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I '11 answer thee in any fair degree. 
Or chivalrous design of knightiy trial : 
And, when I mount, alive may I not light. 
If I be traitor, or unjustly fight ! 

K. Ri. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's 
charge? 
It must be great, that can inherit^ us 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 



< Uainbabitable. ' Possess. 
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Bol, Look, what I speak my life shall prove it 

true ; — 
That Mowbray hath received eight thousand nobles. 
In name of lendings for your highness' soldiers ; 
The which he hath detained for lewd ^ employments, 
like a false traitor and injurious villain, 
besides, I say, and will in battle prove, — 
Or here, or elsewhere, to the farthest verge 
That ever was survey *d by English eye, — 
That all the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 
Fetch from f^e Mowbray their first head and 

spring. 
Farther, I say, — and farther will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 
That he did plot the duke of Gloster's death ; 
Suggest ^ his soon -believing adversaries ; 
And, consequently, like a traitor coward. 
Sluiced out his innocent soul through streams of 

blood ; 
Which blood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries. 
Even from the tongueless caverns of the earth. 
To me, for justice and rough chastisement ; 
And, by the glorious worth erf my descent. 
This arm shall do it, or this life be spent. 

K, RL How high a pitch his resolution soars ! 
lliomas of Norfolk, what say'st thou to this ? 
Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face> 



* Wicked. « Prompt. 
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And bid his ears a little while be deaf. 
Till I have told this slander of his blood. 
How God and good men hate so foul a liar. 

K. Ri. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and 
ears. 
Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom's heir, 
(As he is but my father's brother's son) 
Now by my sceptre's awe I make a vow. 
Such neighbor nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialise 
The unstooping firmness of my upright soul. 
He is our subject, Mowbray ; so art thou : 
Free speech, and fearless, I to thee allow. 

Nor. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart. 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest 1 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, 
Disbursed I duly to his highness' soldiers : 
The other part reserved I by consent ; 
For that my sovereign liege was in my debt. 
Upon remainder of a dear account. 
Since last I went to France to fetch his queen : 
Now swallow down that lie. — For Gloster's death.— 
I slew him not ; but, to my own disgrace. 
Neglected my sworn duty in that case. 
For you, my noble lord of Lancaster, 
The honorable father to my foe. 
Once did I lay an ambush for your life ; 
A trespass, that doth vex my grieved soul : 
But, ere I last received the sacrament, 
I did confess it, and exactly begg'd 
Your grace's pardon, and, I hope, I had it. 
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This is my faidt. As for the rest appeal*d« 

It issues from the rancor of a villain, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor : 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gag© 

Upon this overweening traitor's foot. 

To prove m3rself a loyal gentleman 

Even in the best blood chamber'd in his bosom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 

Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. RL Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be ruled by me ; 
Let 's purge this choler without letting blood : 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 
Deep malice makes too deep incision : 
Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 
Our doctors say, this is no month to bleed. 
Gt>od uncle, let this end where it begun ; 
We 'U calm the duke of Norfolk, you your sou. 

Gaunt, To be a make-peace shall become my age. 
Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk's gage. 

K, RL And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt, When, Harry ? when ? 

Obedience bids ; I should not bid again. 

K, RL Norfolk, throw down : we bid ; there is 
no boot.* 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at thy 
foot: 



^ No ftdvantage in delay. 
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My life thou shalt command, but not my dhame : 
The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 
(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave) 
To dark dishonor's use thou shalt not have. 
I am disgraced, impeach'd, and baffled here ; 
Pierced to the soul with slander's venom'd spear ; 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breathed this poison. 

K. Ri, Rage must be withstood. 

Give me his gage. Lions make leopards tame. 

Nor. Yea« but not change their spots : take but 
my shame. 
And I resign my gage. My dear, dear lord. 
The purest treasure mortal times afford. 
Is — spotless reputation ; thact away. 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-times-barr'd-up chest 
' Is — a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 
Mine honor b my life ; both grow in one ; 
Take honor from me, and my life is done : 
Then, dear my liege, mine honor let me try ; 
In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Ri, Cousin, throw down your gage ; do you 
begin. 

BoL O, God defend my soul from such foul 
sin! 
Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father's sight ? 
Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this out-dared dastard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honor with such feeble wroug» 
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Or sound so base a parle, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive ^ of recanting fear ; 
And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace. 
Where shame doth harbor, even in Mowbray's face. 
. » ' [Exit Gaunt. 

K, i2t. ,We were not bom to sue, but to com- 
mand: 
Which since we cannot do to make you friends. 
Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 
At Coventry, upon saint Lambert's day ; 
There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate : 
Since we cannot atone * you, we shall see 
Justice design •'• the victor's chivalry. 
Lord marshal, command our officers at arms 
8e ready to direct these home-alarms. lExeunt. 

SCENB II. 

rhe same. A room in the Duke of Lancaster's palace. 

Enter gaunt and duchess of gloster. 

Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster's blood 
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims. 
To stir against the butchers of his life. 
But since correction lieth in those hands. 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 
Put we our quarrel to the will of Heaven ; 



' iDStrument, ' Reconcile. » Marie cut. 
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Wlio, when he sees the hours ripe on earth. 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads. 

Duch, Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper 
spur? 
Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edward's seven sons, whereof thyself art one. 
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood. 
Or seven fiedr branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by. nature's course. 
Some of those branches by the destinies cut. 
Bat Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, — 
One phial full of Edward's sacred blood. 
One florishing branch of his most royal root, — 
Is crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt ; 
Is hack'd down, and his summer leaves all faded. 
By envy's hand, and murder's bloody axe. 
Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine; that bed, that 

womb. 
That mettle, that self-mould, that fashion'd thee. 
Made him a man; and though thou livest and 

breathest. 
Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father's death. 
In that thou seest thy wretched brother die. 
Who was the model of thy father's life. 
Call it not patience, Gaunt ; it is despair : 
In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter'd. 
Thou show'st the naked pathway to thy life. 
Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee : 
That which in mean men we entitle — patience. 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 
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What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life, 
The best wa} is — to 'venge my Gloster's death. 

Gaunt. Heaven's 18 the quarrel ; for Heaven's snb* 
stitute. 
His deputy anointed in his sight. 
Hath caused his death : the which if wrongfully. 
Let Heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Dtich. Where then, alas! may I complain my- 
self .> 

Gaunt. To Heaven, the widow's chamjHon and 
defence. 

Duch. Why then, I will. Farewell, old Gaunt. 
Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 
O, sit my husband's wrongs on Hereford's spear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast ! 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career. 
Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom. 
That they may break his foaming courser's back. 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 
A caitiff recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 
Farewell, old Gaunt ; thy sometimes brother's wife. 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Craunt. Sister, farewell ; I must to Coventry : 
As much good stay with thee, as go with me ! 

Duch. Yet one word more: — grief boundeth 
where it falls. 
Not with the empty hollowness. but weight : 
I take my leave before I have begun ; 
For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
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Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all : — Nay, yet depart not so ; 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him — O, what ? — 

With all good speed at Flashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old York there see. 

But empty lodgings and unfumish'd walls. 

Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ? 

And what cheer there for welcome, but my groans ? 

ITierefore conmiend me ; let him not come there. 

To seek out sorrow that dwells every where. 

Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die : 

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 

[Eseunt. 

SCBNB III. 

Gos/ord Green, near Coventry. 
Lists set out, and a throne. Heralds, 8;c, attending. 
Enter lord marshal and aumerlb. 

Mar, My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd ? 

Au. Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in. 

Mar, The duke of Norfolk, sprightfully and bold. 
Stays but the summons of the appellant's trumpet. 

Au, Why, then, the champions are piepared. and 
stay 
For nodiing but his majesty's approach. 
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Florish of trumpets. Enter king bichard, who 
takes his seat on his throne ; gaunt, and several 
noblemen, who take their places, A trumpet is 
sounded, and answered by another trumpet within. 
Then enter Norfolk in armour, preceded by a 
Herald, 

K. Ri, Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms : 
Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar, In God's name, and the king's, say who 
thou art. 
And why thou.^omest, thus knightly clad in arms ; 
Against what man thou comest, and what thy 

quarrel : 
Speak truly, on thy knighthood and thy oath ; 
As so defend thee Heaven, and thy valor ! 

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
Norfolk; 
Who hither come engaged by my oath, 
(Which, Heaven defend, a knight should violate !) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth. 
To God, my king, and my succeeding issue. 
Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 
And, by the grace of God, and this mine arm. 
To prove him, in defending of myself, 
A traitor to my God, my king, and me : 
And, as I truly fight, defend me Heaven ! 

[he takes his seat. 



d by Google 



24d KING RICHARD II. ACT I. 

Trumpet sounds. Enter bolinobrokb in armour, pre- 
ceded by a Herald. 

K. Ri. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arms. 
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
Thus plated in hahiliments of war ; 
And formally according to our law 
Depose him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. What is thy name ? and wherefore comest 
thou hither. 
Before king Richard, in his royal lists ? 
Against whom comest thou? and what's thy 

quarrel ? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee Heaven ! 

BoL Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms. 
To prove, by Heaven's grace, and my body's valor. 
In lists, on Thomas Mowbray, duke of Norfolk, 
That he *s a traito^, foul and dangerous. 
To God of Heaven, king Richard, and to me ; 
And, as I truly fight, defend me Heaven ! 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold. 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists ; 
Except the marshal, and such officers 
Appointed to direct these fair designs. 

BoL Lord marshal, let me kiss my sovereign's 
hand. 
And bow my knee before his majesty ; 
For Mowbray and myself are like two men 
Tliat vow a long and weary pilgrimage : 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave. 
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And loving farewell of our several friends. 

Mar. The appellant in all duty greets your high- 
ness, 
And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave. 

K. Ri. We will descend, and fold him in our 
arms. 
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right. 
So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 
Farewell, my ^blood ; which if to-day thou shed. 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 

BoL O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gored with Mowbray's spear. 
As confident, as is the falcon's flight 

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving lord, [to Lord Marshal,] I take my 

leave of you ; — 
Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle : — 
Not sick, although I have to do with death ; 

But lusty, young, and cheerly drawing breath. 

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet. 

O thou, the earthly author of my blood, — [to Gaunt. 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold vigor lift me up 

To reach at victory above my head ; — 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 

And with thy blessings steel my lance's point, 

lliat it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat. 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty 'havior of his sim. 
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Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make thee 
prosperous ! 
Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 
And let thy blows, doubly redoubled. 
Fall like amazing thunder on the casque ^ 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy. 
Rouse up thy youthful blood ; be valiant, and live. ' 

Bol. Mine innocency, and saint George to thrive ! 

[he takes his seat. 

Nor. [rising.'] However Heaven or Fortune cast 
my lot. 
There lives or dies, true to king Richard's throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman. 
Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his chains of bondage, and embrace 
His golden uncontroll'd enfranchisement, 
More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. 
Most mighty liege, — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 
As gentle and as jocund, as to jest. 
Go I to fight : Truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Ri. Farewell, my lord : securely I espy 

Virtue with valor couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

[the King and the Lords return to their seats. 

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 



> Helmet. 
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Recdve thy lance ; and God defend the right ! 
BoL [rising.'] Strong as a tower in hope, I cry — 

Amen. 
Mar. Go, bear this lance [to an Officer.'] to 
• Thomas duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself. 
On pain to be found false and recreant. 

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king, and him. 
And dares him to set forvrard to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, duke of 

Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant. 

Both to defend himself; and to approve 

Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him disloyal ; 

Courageously, and with a free desire, ^ 

Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets; and set forward, com- 
batants, [fl charge sounded. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder ^ down. " 
K. Ri. Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears, 

And both return back to their chairs again. 

Withdraw with us : — and let the trumpets sound. 

While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

[a long florish. 



* Truncheon. 
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Draw near, [to the combatants. 

And list, what with our council we have done. 

For that our kingdom's earth should not be soil'd 

With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspecf . 

Of civil wounds ploughed up with neighbors' swords ; 

And for we think the eagle- winged pride 

Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thou^ts. 

With rival-hating envy, set you on 

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 

Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep ; 

Which so roused up with boisterous untuned drums. 

With harsh-resounding trumpets' dreadful bray. 

And grating shock of wrathful iron arms. 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace. 

And make us wade even in our kindred'^s blood ; — 

Therefore we banish you our territories. 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death. 

Till twice five summers have enrich'd our fields, 

Shall not regreet our fair dominions. 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 

BoL Your will be done. This must my comfort 

be, 

That Sim, that warms you here, shall shine on me ; 
And those his golden bedims, to you here lent. 
Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K. Ri. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom. 
Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 
The sly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile : 
The hopeless word of — Never to return, 
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Breathe I a^nst thee, upon pain of life. 

Nor, A heavy sentence, my most sovereign liege. 
And all unlook'd iox from your highness' mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim. 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 
Have I deserved at your highness' hand. 
The language I have leam'd these forty years. 
My native English, now I must forego : 
And now my tongue's use is to me no more 
Than an unstringed viol or a harp ; 
Or like a cunning instrument cased up. 
Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have enjail'd my tongue, 
Doubly portcullis'd, with my teeth and lips ; 
And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my jailer to attend on me. 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurse ; 
Too far in years to be a pupil now : 
What is thy sentence then, but speechless death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing native 
breath ? 

K, Ri, It boots thee not to be compassionate ; ^ 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

Nor, Then thus I turn me from my country's 
light, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night. 

[retiring. 



10 move compassioo. 
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K. Ri. Return again, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands : 
Swear by the duty that you owe to Heaven, 
(Our part therein we banish with yourselves) 
To keep the oath that we administer : — 
You never shall (so help you truth and Heaven !) 
Embrace each other's love in banishment ; 
Nor never look upon each other's face ; 
Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This lowering tempest of your home-bred hate ; 
Nor never by advised purpose meet. 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 
'Grainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land., 

BoL I swear. 

Nor. And I, to keep all this. 

BoL Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ; ^ 
By this time, had the king permitted us. 
One of our souls had wander'd in the air, 
Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh. 
As now our flesh is banish'd from this land. 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm : 
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clog^g burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor, No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were traitor. 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heaven banish'd, as from hence ! 
But what thou art. Heaven, thou, and I do know ; 
And all too soon, 1 fear, the king shall rue. 



So for af a man may speak to his enemy. 
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Farewell, my liege : — Now no way can I stray ; 
Save back to England, all the world 's my way. 

[Exit. 

K. Ri. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes 
I see thy grieved heart ; thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish'd years 
Pluck'd four away : — six frozen winters spent. 
Return [to Bolingh'oke,'] with welcome home from 
banishment. 

Bol. How long a time lies in one little word ! 
Four lag^ng winters, and four wanton springs. 
End in a word ; such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt, I thank my liege, that, in regard of me. 
He shortens four years of my son's exile : 
But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 
For, ere the six years, that he hath to spend. 
Can change their moons, and bring their times 

about. 
My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light. 
Shall be extinct with age and endless night ; 
My inch of taper will be burnt and done. 
And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. RL Why, uncle, thou hast many years to 
live. 

Gaunt. But not a minute, king, that thou canst 
give: 
Shorten my days thou canst with sullen sorrow. 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age> 
But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 
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Thy word ia current with him for my death ; 
But, dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K, Ri. Thy son is banish'd upon good advice. 
Whereto thy tongue a party- verdict gave.^ 
Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lower ? 

Gaunt. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion 
sour. 
You urged me as a judge ; but I had rather. 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a stranger, not my child. 
To smoothe his fault I should have been more mild : 
A partial slander^ sought I to avoid. 
And in the sentence my own life destroy'd. 
Alas, 1 look'd, when some of you should say, 
I was too strict, to make mine own away ; 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue. 
Against my will to do myself this wrong. 

K. RL Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid hira 
so: 
Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

[^Jlorish, Exeunt K. Richard and train, 

Au. Cousin, farewell: what presence must not 
know. 
From where you do remain, let paper show. 

Mar, My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride. 
As far as land will let me, by your side. 



1 You bad a share in the verdicu 
* I'he reproach of partiality. 
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Gaunt. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy 
words. 
That thou retum'st no greeting to thy Mends ? 

BoL I have too few to take my leave of you. 
When the tongue's office should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolor of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy grief is but thy absence for a time. 

BoL Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 

Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly 
gone. 

Bol. To men in joy ; but grief makes one hour 
ten. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou takest for 
pleasure. 

Bol. My heart will sigh when 1 miscall it so. 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gaunt. The sullen passage of thy weary steps 
Bs^em a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

BoL Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passageb ; and in the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else, 
But that 1 was a journeyman to grief ? 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of Heaven visits. 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens : 
Teach thy necessity to reason thus ; 
There is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not, the king did banish thee , 
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But thou the king : woe doth the heavier sit, 

Where it perceives it is hut faintly horae. 

Go, say — I sent thee forth to purchase honot : 

And not — the king exUed thee : or suppose. 

Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 

And thou art flying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 

To lie that way thou goest, not whence thou comest : 

Suppose the singing hirds, musicians ; 

The grass, whereon thou tread'st, the presence^ 

strew'd ; 
The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps, no more 
Than a delightful measure, or a dance : 
For gnarling ^ sorrow hath less power to hite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it light. 

Bol. O, who can hold a fire in his hand. 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 
Or cloy the hungry ^edge of appetite. 
By hare imagination of a feast } 
Or wallow naked in Decemher snow. 
By thinking on fetntastic summer's heat } 
O, no ! the apprehension of the good 
Gives hut the greater feeling to the worse. 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle more. 
Than when it hites, hut lanceth not the sore. 

Gaunt, Come, come, my son ; I *11 hring ^ee ou 
thy way : 
Had I thy youth and cause. I would not stay. 



* The presence-chamber at court, • Growling. 
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BoL Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet 
soil, adieu; 
My mother, and my nurse, that bears me yet I 

Where'er I wander, boast of this I can ; 

Though banish'd, yet a true-bom Englishman. 

SCENE IV. 

The same, A room in the kings castle. 

Enter king richard, bagot, and green • ArMEET.a 
following. 

K. Ri, We did observe. — Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ? 

Au, I brought high Hereford, if you call him so. 
But to the next highway, and there I left him. 

K, Ri, And, say, what store of parting tears were 
shed ? 

Au, Faith, none for me : ^ except the north-east 
wind. 
Which then blew bitterly against our faces. 
Awaked the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance. 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Ri, What said our cousin, when you parted 
with him.^ 

ttt. Farewell: 
And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word, that taught me craft 



• None on my part. 
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To counterfeit oppression of such grief. 

That word seem'd buried in my sorrow's grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen 'd 

hours, 
And added years to his short banishment. 
He should have had a volume of farewells ; 
But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

K. RL He is our cousin, cousin ; but 'tis doubt. 
When time shall call him home from banishment. 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Ghreen, 
Observed his courtsliip to the common people : — 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts 
With humble and familiar courtesy ; 
What reverence he did throw away on slaves. 
Wooing poor craftsmen with the craft of smiles. 
And patient underbearing of his fortune. 
As 'twere to banish their affects with him. 
OIF goes his bonnet to an oyster- wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well. 
And had the tribute of his supple knee. 
With — 'Thanks, my countrymen, my loving 

friends ! ' 
As were our England in reversion his. 
And he our subjects* next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he is gone ; and with him go these 
thoughts. 
Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland ; — 
Expedient ^ manage must be made, my liege. 



* Expeditious, 
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Ere farther leisure yield them farther means. 
For their advantage, and your highness' loss. 

X. RL We will ourself in person to this war : 
And, for * our coflfers, — with too great a court, 
And liberal largess, — are grown somewhat light. 
We are enforced to farm our royal realm ; 
The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affedrs in hand : if that come short, 
Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ; 
Whereto, when they shall know what men are 

rich. 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, 
And send them after to supply our wants ; 
For we will make for Ireland presently. 

Enter bushy. 

Bushy, what news ? 

Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my 
lord ; 
Suddenly taken ; and hath sent post-haste. 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K, RL Where lies he ? 

Bushy. At Ely-house. 

K. Ri. Now put it. Heaven, in his physician^s 
mind. 
To help him to his grave immediately ! 
The lining of his coffers shall make coats 



' Because. 
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To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. 
Come, gentlemen, let 's. all go visit hikn» 
Pray -God, we may make haste, 'and oome too kte \ 

lEaeunt. 

ACT II. 

SCENE I. 

London, A room in Ely-house, 

GAUNT on a couch; the duke op YORK, and others 
standing hy him. 

Gaunt. Win the king come, that I may breathe 
my last 
In wholesome counsel to his unstaid youth ? 

York, Vex not yourself, nor strive not with your 
breath ; 
I^or all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gaunt, O, but, they say, the tongues of dying 
men 
Enforce attention like deep harmony. 
Where words are scarce, they are seldom ^ent in 

vain; 
For they breathe truth tiiat breathe their words in 

pain. 
He, that no more must say, is listened more. 

Than they whom youth and ease have taught to 
glose : * 

» Flatter. 
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More are men's ends mark'd than their lires before : 

The setting sun, and music at the close. 
As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest last ; 
Writ in remembrance more than things long past : 
I'hough Richard my life's counsel would not hear. 
My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York, No; it is stopp'd with other flattering 

sounds. 
As, praises of his state : then, there are found 
Lascivious metres, to whose venom sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen; 
Report of fashions in proud Italy, 
Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after, in base imitation. 
Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 
(So it be new, there 's no respect how vile) 
That is not quickly buzz'd into hb ears ? 
Then all too late comes counsel to be heard. 
Where will doth mutiny with wit's regard.* 
Direct not him, whose way himself will choose 2 
Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt t^ou 

lose. 
Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new inspired 
And thus, expiring, do fwetell of him :— 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last ; 
For violent fires soon bum out themsdves : 
Small showers last long, but suddoi storms 

short; 



1 Where the will rebels agiinst the dictates of the ander- 
standins. 
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He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding food doth choke the feeder ; 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant. 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
This royal throne of kings, this sceptred isle. 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress, built by Nature for herself. 
Against infestion,* and the hand of war ; 
This happy breed of men, this little world ; 
This precious stone set in the silver sea. 
Which serves it in the office of a wall. 
Or as a moat defensive to a house. 
Against the envy of less happier lands ; 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this Eng- 
land, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear*d by their breed, and famous by their birth. 
Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
(For Christian service, and true chivalry) 
As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 
Of the world's ransom, blessed Mary's son ; — 
This land of such dear souls, this dear dear lana» 
Dear for her reputation through the world. 
Is now leased out, (I die pronouncing it) 
like to a tenement or pelting « farm. 
England, bound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 



1 Assault. * Paltry. 
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Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds : 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 
O, would the scandal vanish with my life, 
How happy then were my ensuing death ! 

Enter king richabd, and queen ; aumerle. bushy, 

GREEN, BAGOT, ROSS, and WILLOUGHBT. 

York. The king is come: deal mildly with hi;i 
youth ; 
For young hot colts, being raged, do rage the more. 
Queen. How fares our noble uncle, Lancaster ? 
K. Ri. What comfort, man ? How is *t with aged 

Gaunt ? 
Gaunt. O, how that name befits my composi- 
tion! 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt * in being old. 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 
And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt ? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch' d : 
Watching breeds leanness ; leanness is all gaunt. 
The pleasure, that some fathers feed upon, 
Is my strict fast ; I mean — my children's looks ; 
And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave. 
Whose hollow womb inherits naught but bones. 



1 Lean, thin. 
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K. RL Can sick men play so nicely with their 

names? 
Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself. 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 
I mock my name, great king, to flatter t^ee. 

K. Ri, Should dying men flatter with those that 

live.^ 
Gaunt. No, no ; men living flatter those that die. 
K. Ri. Thou, now a dpng, say'st — thou flatter'st 

me. 
Gaunt. O, no; thou diest, though I the sicker 

be. 
K. Ri. I am in health, I breathe, and see thee 

m. 

Gaunt. Now, He that made me, knows I see thee 
ill; 
111 in myself to see, and in thee seeing iH. 
Thy death-bed is no lesser than the land. 
Wherein thou liest in reputation sick ; 
And thou, too careless patient as thou art, 
Commit*st thy anointed body to the cure 
Of those physicians that first wounded thee. 
A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown. 
Whose compass is no bigger than thv head ; 
And yet, encaged in so small a verge, # 

The waste is no whit lesser than thy land. 
O, had thy grandsire, with a prophet's eye. 
Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons^ 
From forth thy reach he would have laid thy 
shame; 
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Deposing thee before thou wert possessed, 
Which art possessed now to depose thyself. 
Why, cousin, wert thou regent of the world. 
It were a shame to let this land by lease : 
But, for thy world, enjoying but this land. 
Is it not more than shame, to shame it so ? 
Landlord of England art thou now, not king : 
ITiy state of law is bond slave to the law ; ^ 
And thou 

K. Ri. a lunatic lean-witted fool. 

Presuming on an ague's privilege. 
Barest with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood. 
With fury, from his native residence. 
Now, by my seat's right royal majesty, 
Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son. 
This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head. 
Should run thy head from thy unreverend shoulders. 

Gaunt, O, spare me not, my brother Edward's 
son. 
For that I was his father Edward's son : 
That blood already, like the pelican, 
Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly caroused. 
My brother Gloster, plain well-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befal in heaven 'mongst happy souls !) 
May be a precedent and witness good» 
That thou respect'st not spilHng Edward's blood. 



* ' Thy legal state is subject to the same legal restrictions 
as every ordinary farm that has been let on lease.'— Malone. 
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Join with the present nckness that I have ; 
And thy unkindness be like crooked age. 
To crop at once a too-long withered flower, 
live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee ! 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my graVe : 
Love they to live, that love and honor have. 

[Ejpit, borne out by his Attendants. 
K, RL And let them die, that age and sullens 
have; 
For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 
York» I do beseech your majesty, impute his 
words 
To wayward sickliness and age in him. 
He loves you, on my life ; and holds you dear 
As Harry, duke of Hereford, were he here. 

K. Ri, Right ; you say true : as Hereford's love, 
so his; 
As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My liege, old Oaunt commends him to 
your majesty. 

K. Ri. What says he ? 

North. Nay, nothing ; all is said : 
His tongue is now a stringless instrument ; 
Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent. 

York. Be York the next that must be bankruin 
so! 
lliough death be poor, it ends a mortal woe.. 

K. Ri. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he ; 



d by Google 



PCKNB I. KING KI CHARD II. 269 

I lis time is spent, our pilgrimage must be : 

So much for that. ^No^ for our Irish wars : 

We must supplant those rough rug-headed kerns,' 
Which live like venom, where no venom else. 
But only they, hath privilege to live : « 
And, for these great afiairs do ask some charge. 
Towards our assistance, we do seise to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables. 
Whereof our uncle Gaunt did stand possessed. 
York, How long shall I be patient? Ah, how 
long 
Shall tender duty make me suffer wrong ? 
Not Gloster's death, nor Hereford's banishment. 
Not Gttunt's rebukes, nor England's private wrongs. 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace. 
Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 
Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign's face. 
I am the last of noble Edward's sons. 
Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first. 
In war was never lion raged more fierce. 
In peace was never gentle lamb more mild. 
Than was that young and princely gentleman. 
His face thou hast, for even so look'd he, 
Accomplish'd with the number of thy hours : * 
But, when he frown'd, it was against the French, 



' l.i^ht-armed foot soldiers. 

' Irelaod is said to be exempt from yenomoiis reptiles. 

* When be was of thy age. 
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And not against his friends : bis noble band 
Did win what be did spend, and spent not tbat 
Wbicb bis triumpbant father's band bad won : 
His hands were gmitj of no kindred's blood. 
But bloody with the enemies of bis kin. 
O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief. 
Or else be never would compare between. 

K, Ri, Why, uncle, what 's the matter? 

York. O, my liege. 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I pleased 
Not to be pardon'd, am content withal. 
Seek you to seise, and gripe into your hands. 
The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford ? 
Is not Gkiunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
Was not G^unt just, and is not Harry true ? 
Did not the one deserve to have an heir ? 
Is not his heir a well-deserving son ? 
Take Hereford'^ rights away, and take from time 
His charters and his customary rights ; 
Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 
Be not thyself, for how art thou a king, 
But by fair sequence and succession ? 
Now afore God, (God forbid, I say true !) 
If you do wrongfully seise Hereford's rights. 
Call in the letters patents that he bath 
By bis attomies-general to sue 
His livery,* and deny bis offer'd homage. 



t i. •. to claim possession of his estate : n law phrase be- 
longing to the feudal tenures. 
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You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 
You lose a thousand well-disposed hearts. 
And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honor and allegiance cannot think. 

K. Ri. Think what you will ; we seise into our 
hands 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. 

York. I *11 not be by the while. My liege, fare- 
well. 
What will ensue hereof, there *s none can tell ; 
But by bad courses may be understood. 
That their events ,can never fall out good. [JSjpit. 

K. Ri. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire 
straight ; 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-house, 
To see this business. To-morrow next 
We will for Ireland ; and 'tis time, I trow ; 
And we create, in absence of ourself. 
Our uncle York lord governor of England, 
For he is just, and always loved us well. 
Come on, our queen ; to-morrow must we part : 
Be merry, for our time of stay is short. [florish. 

[Ejffeunt King, Queeiit Bushy, Aumerie, Green, and 
Bagot. 

North. Well, lords, the didce of Lancaster is 
dead. 

Ross. And living too ; for now his son is d?ike. 

Wil. Beurely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 

Ross. My heart is great ; but it must bretdc with 
silence. 
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Ere *t be disburden'd with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay, speak thy mind ; and let him ne'er 
speak more. 
That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm ! 

WiL Tends that thou wouldst speak to the duke 
of Hereford ? 
If it be so, out with it boldly, man : 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Ross, No good at all, that I can do for him ; 
Unless you call it good, to pity him. 
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 

North. Now, afore heaven, 'tis shame, such 
wrongs are borne. 
In him a royal prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 
The king is not himself, but basely led 
By flatterers ; and what they will inform. 
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all. 
That will the king severely prosecute 
Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 

Ross. The commons hath he piird ^ with grievous 
taxes. 
And quite lost their hearts: the nobles hath he 

fined 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new exactions are devised ; 
As — ^^blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what : 
But what, o' God's name, doth become of this ? 



> Pillaged. 
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North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he 
hath not. 
But basely yielded upon compromise 
That which his ancestors achieved with blows. 
More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars. 
Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in 

farm. 
Wil. The king 's grown bankrupt, like a broken 

man. 
North. Reproach, and dissolution, hangeth over 

him. 
Ross. He hath not money for these Irish wars. 
His burdenous taxations notwithstanding. 
But by the robbing of the banish'd duke. 

North. His noble kinsman: most degenerate 
king! 
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing. 
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm : 
We see the wind sit sore upon our sails. 
And yet we strike not, but securely perish.* 
Ross. We see the very wreck that we must 
suffer ; 
And unavoided is the danger now. 
For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so ; even through the hollow eyes of 
death 
I spy life peering ; but £ dare not say 



^ Perish by con6dence in our •ecurity. 

SHAK. TI. s 
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How Qeai'.the tiding? of our comfort is. 

TViL Nay, let us share thy thoughts, as thou dost 
ours. 

Roiff, Be confident to speak, Northumherland4 
We three are but thyself; and» speaking .8o» 
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore, be bold. 

North, Then thus : — I have from Port le Blanc, a 
bay 
In Britany, received intelligence. 
That Harry Hereford, Reignold lord Cobhamt 
The son of Richard earl of Arundel, 
That late broke from the duke of Exeter, 
His brother, archbishop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas Erpingbam, sir John Ramstoia» 
Sir John Norbery, sir Robert Waterton, and Francis 

Quoint ; 

All these, well fumish'd by the duke of Bretagne, 
With eight tall ships, three thousand men of war,. 
Are making hither with all due expedience,^ 
And shortly mean to touch our northern shore : 
Perhaps, they had ere this ; but that they stay 
The first departing of the king for Ireland. 
If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke. 
Imp out ^ our drooping country's broken wing^ 
Redeem from broking pawn the b^emish'd crown. 
Wipe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt. 
And make high majesty look, like itself. 
Away, with me, in post to Ravenspurg : 



£xpedition. * Supply witk new feathers. 
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But if you faint, as fearing to do so. 
Stay, and be secret ; and myself will go. 
Ross, To horse, to horse ! urge doubts to them 

that fear. 
Wil. Hold out my horse, and I will first be 
there. [Exeunt, 



The same. A room in the palace. 
Enter queen, bu9HT, and baoot. 

Bushy. Madam, your majesty is too much sad. 
You promised, when you parted with the king, 
To lay aside life-harming heaviness, 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king, I did ; to please my- 
self, 
I cannot do it : yet I know no cause 
Why I should welcome such a guest as grief. 
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest 
As my sweet Richard : yet, again, methinks. 
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's womb. 
Is coming towards me ; and my inward soul 
With nothing trembles : at something it grieves. 
More than with parting from my lord the king. 

Bushy. Each substance of a grief hath twenty 
shadows. 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears. 
Divides one thing intire to many objects ; 
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Like perspectives,! which, rightly gazed upon. 
Show nothing but confusion ; eyed awry. 
Distinguish form : so your sweet majesty. 
Looking awry upon your lord's departure. 
Finds shapes of grief, more than himself, to wail ; 
Which, look'd on as it is, is naught but shadows 
Of what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious queen. 
More than your lord's departure weep not ; more 's 

not seen ; 
Or if it be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye. 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen, It may be so ; but yet my inward soul 
Persuades me, it is otherwise. Howe'er it be, 
I cannot but be sad ; so heavy sad. 
As, — ^though, in thinking, on no thought I think,— 
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and shrink. 

Bushy, 'Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious 
lady. 

Queen. 'Tis nothing less : conceit is still derived 
From some forefather grief; mine is not so ; 
For nothing hath begot my something grief ; 
Or something hath the nothing that I grieve. 
'Tis in reversion that I do possess ; 
But what it is, that is not yet known ; what 
I cannot name ; 'tis nameless woe, I wot.< 



Pictare*. « Know. 



d by Google 



^^ 



&CENB II. KINO BICHARD II. 277 

Enter gbebn. 

Green. God save your majesty ! — and well met, 
gentlemen. — 
I hope, the king is not yet shipp'd for Ireland. 
G^en, Why hopest thou so ? -'tis better hope, 
he is; 
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope : 
Then wherefore dost thou hope, he is not shipp'd ? 
Green, That he, our hope, might have retired * 
his power. 
And driven into despair an enemy's hope. 
Who strongly hath set footing in this land. 
The banish'd Bolingbroke repeals himself. 
And with uplifted arms is safe arrived 
At Ravenspurg. 

Queen, Now God in heaven forbid ! 

Green, O, madam, 'tis too true: and that is 
worse, — 
The lord Northumberland, his son young Henry 

Percy, 
The lords of Ross, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are fled to him. 
Bushy, Why have you not proclaim'd Northui* 
berland. 
And all the rest of the revolted faction traitors ? 

Green, We have ; whereon the earl of Worcester 
Hath broken his staff, resign'd his stewardship. 



* Dittwnback* 
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And all the household servants fled with him 
To Bolingbroke. 

Queen, So, Green, thou art the midwife to my 
woe. 
And Bolingbroke my sorrow's dismal heir : 
Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ; 
And I, a gasping new-deliver'd mother. 
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd. 

Bushy, Despair not, madam. 

Queen, Who shall hinder me ? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper-back of death. 
Who gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter york. 

Green, Here comes the duke of York. 

Queen, With signs of war about his aged neck. 
O, full of careful business are his looks ! 
Uncle, 
For heaven's sake, speak comfortable words. 

York, Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts : 
Comfort *8 in heaven ; and we are on the earth. 
Where nothing lives, but crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband, he is gone to save far off. 
Whilst others come to make him lose at home. 
Here am I left to underp*op his land ; 
Who, weak with age, cannot support myself. 
Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him. 
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Enter servant. 

Ser, My lord, your son was gone before I 

came. 
York, He was ? — ^Why, so ! — ^go all wmch way it 

wiU! 

The nobles they are fled, the commons they are 

cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's side. 
Sirrah, get thee to Flashy, to my sister Gloster ; 
Bid her send me presently a thousand pound. — 
Hold, take my ring. 

Ser, My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship : 
To-day, ad I came by, I called tliere ; — 
But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 
York, What is it, knave ? 
Ser. An hour before I came, the duchess died. 
York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Ck)mes rushing on this woful land at once ! 
I know not what to do : — I would to God, 
(So my untruth ^ had not provoked him to it) 
The king had cut off my head with my brother's. 
What, are there no posts despatched for Ireland ? — 
How shall We do for money for th^se wars ? 
Come, sister, — cousin, I would say: pray, pardon 

me. — 
Go, fellow, {to the Servant."] get tliee home ; pro- 
vide some carts. 



DisluyaltY. 
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And bring away the armour that is there. 

[Exit ServoHt. 
Gentlemen, will you go muster men ? If I know 
How!, or which way, to order these affairs. 
Thus disorderly thrust into my hands. 
Never believe me. Both are my kinsmen ; — 
The one 's my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again. 
Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong*d ; 
Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, somewhat we must do. — Come, cousin, I 'II 
Dispose of you. — Gentlemen, go, muster up your 

men. 
And meet me presently at Berkley-castle. 

I should to Plashy too ; 

But time will not permit. — All is uneven. 
And every thing is left at six and seven. 

[Exeunt York and Queen. 
Bushy, The wind sits fair for news to go to 

Ireland, 
But none returns. For us to levy power. 
Proportionable to the enemy. 
Is all impossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the Mng in love. 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bagot, And that 's the wavering commons : for 

their love 
Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them. 
By 80 much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bushy, Wherein the king stands generally con* 

demn'd. 
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Bagot, If judgment lie in them, then so do we. 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green. Well, I '11 for refuge straight to Bristol 
castle; 
The earl of Wiltshire is already there. 

Bushy. Thither will I with you ; for little office 
Will the hateful commons perform for us ; 
Except, like curs, to tear us all to pieces. — 
WiU you go along with us ? 

Bagot. No ; I '11 to Ireland to his majesty. 
Farewell : if heart's presages be not vain. 
We three here part, that ne'er shall meet again. 

Bushy. That's as York thrives to beat back 
Bolingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ! the task he undertakes 
Is numbering sands, and drinking oceans dry : 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. - 

Bushy. Farewell at once ; for once, for all, and 
ever. 

Green. Well, we may meet again. 

Bagot, I fear me, never. 

^Exeunt. 

SCBFX III. 

The wilds in Glostershire. 

Enter bolingbrokb and nobthumbkbland, with 
I Forces. 

Bol. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley now ? 
North. Believe me, noble lord, 
I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 
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These high wild hills, and rough uneven ways. 

Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome : 

And yet your fair discourse hath heen as sugar. 

Making the hard way sweet and delectable. 

But, I bethink me, what a weary way 

From Ravenspurg to Cotswold will be found 

In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your cdmpany ; 

Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled 

The tediousness and process of my travel . 

But theirs is sweeten'd with the hope to have 

The present benefit which I possess : 

And hope to joy, is little less in joy. 

Than hope enjoy'd : by this the weary lords 

Shall make their way seem short; as mine hath 

done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 
' BoL Of much less value is my company. 
Than your good words. But who comes here ? 

Enter harbt pkrCY. 

North, It is my son, young Harry Percy. 
Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Harry, how fares your uncle ? 

Per, I had thought, my lord, to have leam'd his 
health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Per. No, my good lord; he hath forsook the 
court. 
Broken his staff of office, and dispersed 
The household of the king. 
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North. What was his reason ? 

He was not so resolved, when last we spake to- 
gether. 

Per, Because your lordship was proclaimed traitor. 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspiirg, 
To offer service to the duke of Hereford ; 
And sent me o'er by Berkley, to discover 
What power the duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 

North, Have you forgot the duke of Hereford, 
boy? 

Per. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot. 
Which ne'er I did remember : to my knowlege, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now : this is the 
duke. 

Per. »My gracious lord, I tender you my service. 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young ; 
Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Bol. I thank thee, gentic Percy ; and be sure, 
I count myself in nothing else so happy. 
As in a soul remembering my good friends ; 
And, as my fortune ripens with thy love. 
It shall be still thy true love's recompense. 
My heart this covenant makes ; my hand thus seals 
it. 

North. How far is it to Berkley ? And what stir 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war ? 

Per, There stands the castle, by yon tuft oi 
trees. 
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Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard : 
Ana in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Sey- 
mour; 
Kone else of name and noble estimate. 

Enter boss and willoughby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wil- 
loughby, 
Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

BoL Welcome, my lords : I wot,* your love pur- 
sues 
A banish'd traitor. All my treasury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd. 
Shall be your love and labor's recompense. 
Ross, Your presence makes us rich, most noble 

lord. 
Wil. And far surmounts our labor to attain it. 
BoL Evermore thanks, the exchequer of the 
poor; 
Which, till my infant fortune comes to years. 
Stands for my bounty. But ^who comes here ? 

Enter bebklet. 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 
Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to 

you. 
BoL My lord, my answer is — to Lancaster ; 



> Know. 
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And I am come to seek that name in England : 
And I must find that title in your tongue. 
Before I make reply to aught you say. 

Berk. Mistake me not, my lord; 'tis not my 
meaning. 
To rase one title of your honor out. 
To you, my lord, I come, (what lord you will) 
From the most gracious regent of this land. 
The duke of York ; to know, what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the absent time,^ 
And fright our native peace with self-bom arms. 

Enter york, attended, 

Bol, I shall not need transport my words by you ; 
Here comes his grace in person. My noble uncle ! 

[kneels. 

York. Show me thy humble heart, and not thy 
knee. 
Whose duty is deceivable and false. 

Bol. My gracious uncle ! — 

York. Tut, tut ! 
Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle : 
I am no traitor's uncle ; and that word — grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. 
Why have those banish'd and forbidden legs 
Dared once to touch a dust of England's ground ? 
But then more why; — ^why have they dared to 
march 



Time of the king's absence. 
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So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ; 
Frighting her pale-faced villages with war» > 

And ostentation of despised arms ? 
Comest thou because the anointed king is hence ? 
Why, foolish boy, the king is left behind. 
And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 
Were I but now the lord of such hot youth. 
As when brave Ghiunt, thy father, and myself 
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of men* 
From forth the ranks of many thousand French ;— 
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine. 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee. 
And minister correction to thy fault ! 

BoL My gracious uncle, let me know my fault : 
On what condition stands it, and wherein ? 

York, Even in condition of the worst degree, — 
In gross rebellion, and detested treason. 
Thou art a banish'd man, and here art come. 
Before the expiration of thy time, • 

In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

BoL As I was banish'd, I was banish'd Hereford ; 
But as I come, I come for Lancaster. 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace. 
Look on my wrongs with an indifferent ^ eye : 
You are my father ; for, methinks, in you 
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father ! 
Will you permit that I shall stand condemn'd 
A wandering vagabond ; my rights and royalties 



* ImpaniA]. 
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Fluck'd firom my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthnfts ? Wherefore was I born ? 
If that my cousin king be king of England, 
It must be granted, I am duke of Lancastier. 
You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman : 
Had you £rst died, and he been thus trod down. 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father. 
To rouse his wrongs,^ and chase them to the bay. 
I am denied to sue my livery here<* 
And yet my letters patent give me leave : 
My father's goods are all distrained and sold. 
And these and all are all amiss employ *d. 
What would you have me do ? I am a subject, 
And challenge law. Attorneys are denied me ; 
And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North, The noble duke hath been too much 

abused. 
Ross, It stands your grace upon ' to do him right. 
Wil, Base men by his endowments are made 

great. 
York, My lords of England, let me tell yon 

this; — 
I have had feeling of my cousin's wrongs. 
And labor'd all I could to do him right : 
But in this kind to come ; in braving arms. 
Be his own carver, and cut out his way. 



> The persons who wrong him. 

' i. e. to claim possession of my estate. 

' It is your interest. 



d by Google 



288 KING RICHARU ll. AcT I 

To find out right with wrong, — it may not be ; 
And you, that do abet him in this kind. 
Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North, The noble duke hath sworn, his coming is 
But for his own ; and, for the right of that. 
We all have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 
And let him ne'er see joy, that breaks that oath. 

York, Well, well. I see the issue of these arms : 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess. 
Because my power is weak, and all iU left : 
But, if I could, by Him that gave me life, 
I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 
But, since I cannot, be it known to you, 
I do remain as neuter. So, fare you well ; — 
Unless you please to enter in the castle, 
And there repose you for this night. 

BoL An offer, uncle, that we will accept. 
But we must win your grace, to go with us 
To Bristol castle, which, they say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their complices. 
The caterpillars of the commonwealth. 
Which I have sworn to weed, and pluck away. 

York, It may be, I will go with you : — ^but yet 
I 'U pause ; 
For I am loath to break our country's laws. 
Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are. 
Things past redress are now with me past care. 

lExeunt, 
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8CENB IT. 

A camp in Wales, 
EiUer SALISBURY and a captain. 

Cap, My lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd ten 
days. 
And hardly kept our countrymen together. 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. . 

Sal, Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welshman : 
The king reposeth all his confidence in thee. 

Cap. 'Tis thought, the king is dead ; we will not 
stay. 
The bay-trees in our country are all withered. 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
ITie pale-faced moon looks bloody on the earth. 
And lean-look'd prophets whisper fearful change ; 
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance and leap ;-^ 
The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy ; 
The other, to enjoy by rage and war. 
These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 
Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled. 
As well assured, Richard their king is dead. [Exitt 

Sal. Ah, Richard ! with the eyes of heavy mind, 
I see thy glory, like a shooting stax. 
Fall to the base earth from the firmament t 
Thy sun sets weeping in the lowly west. 
Witnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest. 
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes ; 
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes* [Ext^ 
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ACT III. 

6CENB I. 

Bolinghrohe* s camp at Bristol, 

Enter bolingbrokb, tore, northumbkrl-^.vd, 
PERCY, willouohbt, ROSS ; Officers behind with 
BUSHT and oIieen prisoners, 

Bol, Bring forth these men. — 
Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently your souls must part your bodies) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives. 
For 'twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
I will unfold *some causes of your deaths. 
You have misled a prince, a royal king, 
A happy gentleman in blbod and lineaments. 
By you unhappied and disfigured clean. ^ 
You have, in manner, with your sinful hours. 
Made a divcwrce betwixt his queen and him ; 
Broke the possession of a royal bed. 
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks 
With tears drawn from her eyes by your foul 

wrongs. . 
Myself — a prince, by fortune of my birth ; 
Near to the king in blood ; and near in love. 



Compl<>telir . 
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Till you did make him misinterpret me. 



Have stoop'd my neck under your injuries. 

And sigh'd my English breath in foreign clouds. 

Eating the bitter bread of banishment ; 

Whilst you have fed upon my signories, 

Dispark'd my parks,^ and fell'd my forest woods ; 

From my own windows torn my household coat,* 

Rased out my impress.' leaving me no sign, — 

Save men's opinions, and my living blood, — 

To show the world I am a gentleman. 

This, and much more, much more than twice all 

this, 
Condemns you ^to the death. See them delivered 

over 
To execution and the hand of death. 

Bushy, More welcome is the stroke of death to 

me. 
Than Bolingbroke to England, Lords, farewell. 
Green, My comfort is, — that Heaven will take 

our souls. 
And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Bol, My lord Northumberland, see them des- 

patch'd. 
[Exeunt Northumberland and others, with prisoner » 
Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house : 
For Heaven's sake, fairly let her be entreated. 
Tell her, I send to her my kind commends : * 



> Laid open my enclosures. ' Of arms. 

* Devioe or motto. * Commondations. 
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Take special care my greetings be deliver'^. 

York, A gentleman of mine I have despatcK d 
With letters of your love to her at large. 

Bol. Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, lord* away ; 
To fight with Glendower and his complices : 
Awhile to work, and, after, holyday, [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

The coast of Wales ; a castle in view. 

Floiish : drums and trumpets. Ent/r king richaro, 
BisHO? OF CARLISLE, AUMERLE, and Soldiers. 

K. JKi. Barkloughly castle call they this at hand ? 

Au. Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace the 
air, 
After your late tossing on the breaking seas ? 

K, Ri. Needs must I like it well : I weep for 
joy. 
To stand upon my kingdom once again. 
Dear earth, 1 do salute thee with my hand. 
Though rebels wound thee with their horses' hoofs. 
As a long parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting ; 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favor with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his ravenous sense : 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom. 
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ; 
Doing annc\unce to the treacherous feet. 
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Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 
Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies ; 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder ; 
"Whose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords : 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellion's arms. 

Car, Fear not, my lord ; that Power, that made 
you king. 
Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 
The means that Heaven yields must be embraced, 
And not neglected ; else, if Heaven would. 
And we will not. Heaven's offer we refuse ; 
The proffer'd means of succour and redress. 

Au, He means, my lord, that we a^ e too remiss • 
Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security. 
Grows strong and great in substance and in friends 

K, RL Discomfortable cousin ! know'st thou not. 
That, when the searching eye of Heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 
In murders and in outrage bloody here ; 
But when, from under tliis terrestrial ball. 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 
And darts his light through every guilty hole. 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins. 
The cloak of night being pluck'd from off their 
backs. 
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Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 
So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 
Who all this while hath revell'd in the night. 
Whilst we were wandering with the antipodes,— 
Shall see us rising in our throne the east. 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face. 
Not able to endure the sight of day. 
But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin. 
Not all the water in the rough rude sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king : 
The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by the Lord. 
For every man that Bolingbroke hath press'd. 
To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 
God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels fight, 
Weak men must fall ; for Heaven stiU guards the 
right. 

Enter salisburt. 

Welcome, my lord ! How far off lies your power } 
Sal, Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious 
lord. 
Than this weak arm. Discomfort guides my tongue. 
And bids me speak of nothing but despair. 
One day too late, I fear, my noble lord. 
Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth. 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return. 
And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men : 
To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 
O'erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state ; 
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For all the Welslimen, hearing thou wert dead. 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispersed, and fled. 

Au. Comfort, my liege. Why looks your grace 
so pale ? 

K. Ru But now, the blood of* twenty thousand 
men 

Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; 
And, till so much blood thither come again. 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead ? 
All souls that will be safe, fly from my side ; 
For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Au. Comfort, my liege : remember who you are. 

K, Ri. I had forgot myself. Am I not king ? 
Awake, thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep*st. 
Is not the king's name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great ^ory. — Look not to the ground, 
Ye favorites of a king ; are we not high ? 
High be our thoughts : I know, my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn. But who 
comes here ? 

Enter scboop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my 
liege. 
Than can my care-tuned tongue deliver him ! 

K. Ri. Mine ear is open, and my heart prej)areJ ; 
The wor?t is worldly loss, thou canst unfold, 
bay, is my kingdom lost ? why, 'twas my care ; 
And what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 
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Ghreater he shall not be ; if he serve God, 

We *11 serve him too, and be his fellow so. 

Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 

They break their faith to God, as well as us : 

Cry, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; 

The worst is — death, and deatn will have his day. 

Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is so arm'd 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 
Like an unseasonable stormy day, 
Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores. 
As if the world were all dissolved to tears ; 
So high above his limits swells the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
With hard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel. 
White beards have arm'd their thin und hairless 

scalps 
Against thy majesty; and boys, with women's 

voices. 
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown. 
Thy very beadsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 
Yea, distaff- women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat : both young and old rebel. 
And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K. RL Too weU, too well thou tell'st a tale so ifi. 
Where is the earl of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot ? 
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green } 
That they nave let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps ? 
If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 
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I warrant, they have made peace with Boiingbroke. 
Scroop, Peace have they made with him, indeed, 

my lord. 
K. Ri, O villains, vipers, damn'd without re- 
demption ! 
Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 
Snakes, in my heart-blood warm'd, that sting my 

heart ! 
Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas ! 
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls for this offence ! 

Scroop, Sweet love, I see, changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate. 
Agsdn uncurse their souls ; their peace is made 
"With heads, and not with hands : those whom you 

curse. 
Have felt the worst of death's destro3ring wound. 
And lie full low, graved in the hollow ground. 
Au, Is Bushy, Green, and the earl of Wiltshire 

dead? 
Scroop, Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their 

heads. 
Au. Where is the duke my father with his power'? 
K. Ri, No matter where ; of comfort no man 
speak: 
Let 's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaj)hh : 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 
Let 's choose executors, and talk of wills : 
And yet not so ; — for what can we bequeathe, 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 
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Ouic lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke 8, 
And nothing can we call our own, but death. 
And that small model of the barren earth. 
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 
For heaven's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings ; — 
How some have been deposed, some slain in war ; 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed ; 
Some poison'd by their wives, some sleeping kill'd ; 
All murder'd : — for within the hollow crown, 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king. 
Keeps Death his court ; and there the antic sits. 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene. 
To monarchise, be fear'd, and kill with looks , 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 
As if this flesh, which walls about our life. 
Were brass impregnable ; and, humor'd thus. 
Comes at the last, and, with a little pin. 
Bores through his castle wall, and — ^fareweU, king ! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect. 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ; 
For you have but mistook me all this while : 
I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief. 
Need friends. Subjected thus. 
How can you say to me — I am a king ? 

Car. My lord, wise men ne'er sit and wail their 
woes. 
But presently prevent the ways to wail. 
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength. 
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Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe. 
And so your follies fight agsdnst yourself. 
Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight : 
And fight and die, is death destro3dng death ; 
Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath. 

Au. My father hath a power ; inquire of him ; 
And learn to make a body of a limb. 

K. Ri, Thou chidest me well. Proud Bolicg- 
broke, I come 
To change blows with thee for our day of doom. 
This ague-fit of feaf is overblown ; 
An easy task it is, to win our own. 
Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 

Scroop, Men judge, by the complexion of the sky, 

The state and inclination of the day : 
So may you, by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 
I play the torturer, by small and small, 
To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken : — 
Your uncle York hath join'd with Bolingbroke ; 
And aU your northern castles 3rielded up. 
And all your southern gentlemen in arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Ri, Thou hast said enough. 
Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

[to Avmerle. 
Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 
What say you now ? What comfort have we now ? 
By heaven, I '11 hate him everlastingly, 
Hiat bids me be of comfort any more. 
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Go, to Flint castle ; there I '11 pine away ; 
A king, woe's slave, shall kingly wo*^ obey. 
That power I have, discharge ; and let them go 
To ear ^ the land that hath some hope to grow ; 
For I have none. Let no man speak again 
To alter this, fgr counsel is but vain. 

Au. My liege, one word. 

K. Ri, He does me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue. 
Discharge my followers ; let them hence. Away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. 

SCENE III. 

Wales, A pJain before Flint castle. 

Enter, with drum end colors, bolingbboke and 
Forces ; york, Northumberland, and others. 

Bol. So that by this intelligence we learn. 
The Welshmen are dispersed ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed. 
With some few private fj iends, upon this coast. 

North. The news ib very fair cCnd good, my 
lord: 
Richard, not far from hence, hath Hid his head. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northumberland 
To say — ^king Richard. — Alack the heavy day. 
When such a sacred king should hide V/s head ! 



Plough. 
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North. Your grace mistakes me; only to be 
brief. 
Left I his title out. 

York, The time hath been. 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you. 
For taking so the head,^ your whole head's length. 
BoL Mistake not, uncle, farther than you should. 
York. Take not, good cousin, farther than yov 
should. 
Lest you mistake. The heavens are o'er youir 
head. 
BoL I know it, uncle ; and oppose not myself 
Against their wUl. — But who comes here ? 

Enter perct. 

Welcome, Harry : what, will not this castle yield ? 

Per, The castle royally is mann'd, my lord. 
Against thy entrance. 

BoL Royally! 
Why, it contains no king } 

Per. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king ; king Richard lies 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : 
And with him are lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn. 

North, Belike, it is the bishop of Carli>»le. 



» For taking undue liberties. 
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Bol. Noble lord, [fo North. 

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 
Through brazen trumpet send the breath of 2>arle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver : — 
Harry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees doth kiss king Richard's hand ; 
And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart. 
To his most royal person ; hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power. 
Provided that, my banishment repealed. 
And lands restored again, be freely granted : 
If not, 1 'U use the advantage of my power. 
And lay the summer*s dust with showers of blood, 
Rain'd from the wounds of slaughtered Englishmen ; 
The which, how far off from the mind of Boling- 
broke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair king. Richard's land. 
My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 
Go, signify as much, while here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. 

[Northumberland advances to the castle with a 
trumpet. 
Let 's march without the noise of threatening drum. 
That from the castle's totter'd batUemento 
Our fair appointments may be well perused. 
Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thundering shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 
Be he the fire, I 'U be the yielding water . 
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The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. 
March on, and mark king Richard how he looks. 

A parte sounded, and answered by another trumpet 
within, Florish. Enter on the walls king bichard, 

the BISHOP OF CARLISLE, AUMBRLB, SCROOP, and 
SALISBURY. 

York. See, see, king Richard doth himself ap- 
pear. 
As doth the blushing discontented sun 
From out the fiery portal of the east, 
When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 
Yet looks he like a king ; behold, his eye. 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majesty. Alack, alack, for woe. 
That any harm should stain so fair a show ! 

K. Ri. We are amazed ; and thus long have we 
stood 
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

[to Northumberland. 
Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence ? 
If we be not, show us the hand of God, 
That hath dismissed us from our stewardship ; 
For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre. 
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Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done. 

Have torn their souls, by turning them from us. 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ; 

Vet know, — my master, God omnipotent. 
Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf. 
Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn and unbegot. 
That lift your vassal hands against my head. 
And threat the glory of my precious crown. 
Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond', methinks, he is) 
That every stride he makes upon my land. 
Is dangerous treason. He is come to ope 
llie purple testament of bleeding war ; 
But ere the crown he looks for live in peace. 
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mothers' sons 
Shall ill become the flower of England's face ; 
Change the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her pastures* grass with faithful English blood. 
North, The King of Heaven forbid, our lord the 
king 
Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush*d upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin, 
Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand ; 
And by the honorable tomb he swears. 
That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones : 
And by the royalties of both your bloods, 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head ; 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt ; 
And by the worth and honor of himself. 
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Comprising all that may be sworn or said; — 
His coming hither hath no farther scope 
Than for his lineal ro3raltie8» and to beg 
Enfranchisement immediate on his knees ; 
Which on thy royal party granted once. 
His glittering arms he will commend to rust. 
His barbed steeds ^ to stables, and his heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Ri. Northumberland, say, — thus the king '•e- 

tums; 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 
And all the number of his fair demands 
Shall be accomplished without contradiction. 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast, 
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.^ 
We do debase ourselves, cousin, do we not, 

[to Aumerle, 
To look so poorly, and to speak so fair ? 
Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die ? 

Au. No, good my lord; let's fight with gentle 
words. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful 
swords. 

K. Ri. O God! O God! that e'er this tongue of 
mine, 



' Steeds caparisoned in a warlike manner. 
' CommeDdatioiis. 

aiMK. VI. V 
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That laid the sentence oif dread banishment 

On yon proud man, should take it off again 

With words of sooth ! ^ O, that I were as great 

As is my grief, or lesser than my name ! 

Or that I could forget what I have been ! 

Or not remember what I must be now ! 

Swell'st thou, proud heart ? I 'U give thee scojie to 

beat. 
Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 
Au. Northumberland comes back from. Boling<- 

broke. 
K. Ri, What must the king do now ? Must he 

submit ? 
The king shall do it. Must he be deposed ? 
The king shall be contented. Must he lose 
The name of king ? o* God's name, let it go ; 
I *11 give my jewels for a set of beads ; 
My gorgeous palace for a hermitage ; 
My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown ; 
My figured goblets for a dish of wood ; 
My sceptre for a palmer's walking-staff; 
My subjects for a pair of carved saints i 
And my large kingdom for a little grave, 
A little little grave, an obscure grave : — 
Or I 'U be buried in the king's highway. 
Some way of common trade, where subjects* fee 
May hourly trample on their sovereign's head : 
For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live ; 



• Softness. 
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And, buried once, why not upon my head ? 
Aumerle, thou weep'st. My tender-hearted cousin ! 
We *11 make foul weather with despised tears ; 
Our sighs and they shall lodge the summer corn. 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 
Or shall we play the wantons with our woes. 
And make some pretty match with shedding tears ? 
As thus ; — to drop them still upon one place. 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and, therein laid, — ' There lies 
Two kinsmen, digg'd their graves with weeping 

eyes ? * 
Would not this ill do well ? — Well, well, I see 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me. 
Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 
What says king Bolingbroke ? will his majesty 
Give Richard leave to live till Richard die ? 
You make a leg,^ and Bolingbroke says — Ay. 

North, My lord, in the base^ court he doth 

attend 
To speak with you: may't please you to come 

down ? 
K. RL Down, down, I come ; like glistering 

Phaeton, 
Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North.retires to Boling, 
In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow 

base. 



A bow. • Lower. 
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To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace. 

In the base court? Come down? Down, court! 

down, Idng ! 
For night-owls shriek where mounting larks should 
sing. [Exeunt, from above, 

BoL What says his majesty ? 
North. Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly,^ like a frantic man ; 
Yet he is come. 

Enter king richard and his Attendants below. 

BoL Stand all apart. 

And show fair duty to his majesty. 

My gracious lord, — [kneeling, 

K, Ri, Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee. 
To make the base earth proud with kissing it. 
Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
Than my unpleased eye see your courtesy. 
Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know. 
Thus high at least, [touching his own head,"] although 
your knee be low. 

BoL My gracious lord, I come but for mine own. 

K, Ri, Your own is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. 

BoL So far be mine, my most redoubted lord. 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 



I Fooliahly. 
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K, Ri. Well you deserve. They well deserve to 
have, 
That know the strongest' and surest way to get. 
Uncle, give me your hand : 'nay, dry your eye? ; 
Tears show their love, but want their remedies. 
Cousin, I am too young to be your father. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have, I 'U give, and willing too ; 
For do we must, what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London : — cousin, is it so ? 

BoL Yea, my good lord. 

K. Ri. Then I must not say — No. 

Iflorish, Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Langley. The duke of York's garden. 
Enter queen and two ladies. 

Qtfeeii. What sport shall we devise here in this 
garden. 
To drive away the heavy thought of care ? 

1 Lady. Madam, we '11 play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Twill make me think the world is fidl of 
rubs, • 

And that my fortune runs against the bias. 

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief ; 
Therefore, no dancing, girl ; some other sport. 

1 Lady. Madam, we '11 tell tales. 
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Queen, Of sorrow, or of joy ? 

1 Lady, Of either, madam. 

Queen, Of neither, girl : 
For if of joy, being altogether wanting. 
It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 
Or if of grief, being altogether had. 
It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 
For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 
And what I want, it boots not to complain. 

1 Lady, Madam, I '11 sing. 

Queen, 'Tis well, that thou hast cause ; 

But thou shouldst please me better, wouldst thou 
weep. 

1 Lady, I could weep, madam, would it do you 
good. 

Queen, And I could weep, would weeping do me 
good, 
And never borrow any tear of thee. 
But stay, here come the gardeners : 
Let 's step into the shadow of these trees. 

Enter gardener and two servants. 

My wretchedness unto a row of pins. 
They *11 talk of state ; for every one doth so 
Against a change. Woe is forerun with woe. 

[^Queen and Ladies retire. 
Gar, Go, bind thou up yon' dangling apricod^d* 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. 
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Gro thou, and, like an executioner. 
Cut off the heads of too-fast-growiag sprays, 
That look too lofty in our commonwealth. 
All must be even in our government. 
You thus employed, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

1 Ser, Why should we, in the compass of a pale,* 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion. 
Showing, as in a model, our firm estate ; 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land. 
Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers choked up. 
Her fruit-trees all unpruned, her hedges ruin'd. 
Her knots * disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gar. Hold thy peace : 

He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring. 
Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 
The weeds, that his broad-spreading leaves did 

shelter. 
That seem'd, in eating him, to hold him up. 
Are pluck'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 
J mean *"he earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Green. 

1 Ser. What are they dead ? * 

Gar. They are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seised the wasteful king. — O ! what pity is it. 
That he had not so trimm'd and dress'd his land. 



» An enclosurf 

' Figures planted in box, the Hues of which frequently in- 
ter:iect each other. 
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As we this garden ! We, at time of year, 
Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees ; 
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood. 
With too much riches it confound itself. 
Had he done so to great and growing men. 
They might have lived to bear, and he to taste 
Their fruits of duty. All superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live. 
Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 

1 Ser, What, think you then, the king shall be 
deposed ? 

(rar. Depress'd he is already, and deposed, 
'Tis doubt, he will be. Letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good duke of York's, 
That tell black tidings. 

Queen. O, I am press'd to death through want of 
speaking ! 
Thou, old Adam's likeness, set to dress this garden, 
Icoming from her concealmenL 
How dares thy harsh-rude tongue sound this ud- 

pleasing news ? 
What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 
Why dost thou say, king Richard is deposed ? 
Barest thou, thou little better thing than earth. 
Divine his downfal ? Say, where, when, and how 
Gamest thou by these ill tidings? Speak, thou 
wretch! 

Car. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I 
To breathe this news ; yet what I say is true. 
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King Richard, be is in the mighty hold 

Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weighed , 

In your lord's scale is nothing but himself. 

And some few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers. 

And with that odds he weighs king Richard down. 

Post you to London, and you *11 find it so : 

I speak no more than every one dotk know. 

Queen, Nimble mischance, that art so light of 
foot. 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me. 
And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think'st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast. Come, ladies, go, 
To meet at London London's king in woe. 
What, was 1 bom to this, that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke } 
Gardener, for telling me this news of woe, 
I would, the plants thou graft' st may never grow. 

[Exeunt Queen and Ladies, 

Gar, Poor queen ! so that thy state might be no 
worse, 
I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 
Here did she fall a tear ; here, in this place, 
1 11 set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 
Rue, even for ruth,^ here shortly shall be seen, 
in the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Exeunt, 



Pity. 
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ACT IV. 

8CENB I. 

London. Westminster Hall. 

The Lords spiritual on the right side of the throne , 
the Lords temporal on the left ; the Commons below. 
Enter bolinobroke, aumerle, surret, North- 
umberland, PERCY, FiTZWATER, another lord, 

BISHOP OF CARLISLE, ABBOT OF WESTMINSTER, 

and Attendants. Officers behind, with bagot. 

Bol. Call forth Bagot. 
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ; 
What thou dost know of nohle Gloster's death ; 
Who wrought it with the king, and who perform'd 
The hloody office of his timeless ^ end. 

Bagot, Then set before my face the lord Aumerle. 

Bol, Cousin, stand forth, and look upon that 
man. 

Bagot, My lord Aumerle, I know, your daring 
tongue 
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd. 
In that dead time when Gloster's death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — ' Is not my arm of length, 
lliat reacheth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to my uncle's head ?' 



« Unt mely. 
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Amongst much other talk, that very time, 
1 heard you say, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of a hundred thousand crowns. 
Than Bolinghroke's return to England ; 
Adding withal, how hless'd this land would be 
In this your cousin's death. 

Au. Princes, and noble lords. 

What answer shall J make to this base man ? 
Shall I so much (fishonor my fair stars, 
On equal terms to give him chastisement ? 
Either I must, or have mine honor soil'd 
With the attainder of his slanderous lips. 
There is my gage, the manual seal of death. 
That marks thee out for hell : I say, thou liest. 
And will maintain, what thou hast said, is false. 
In thy heart blood, though being all too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

BoL Bagot, forbear ; thou shalt not take it up. 

Au. Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence, that hath moved me so. 

Fitz. If that thy valor stand on sympathies. 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine. 
By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand'st, 
I heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spakest it. 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster's death. 
If thou deniest it twenty times, thou liest ; 
And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart. 
Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 

Au, Thou darest not, coward, live to see that 
day. 
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Fitz, Now, by my soul, I would it were this 
hour. 

Au, Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 

Per. Aumerle, thou liest ; his honor is as true. 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : 
And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage. 
To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing : seise it, if thou darest. 

Au, And if I do not, may my hands rot off. 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord. I task the earth to the Hke, forsworn Au- 
merle ; 
And spur thee on with full as many lies 
As may be hollaed in thy treacherous ear 
From sun to sun. There is my honor's pawn . 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Au. Who sets me else ? by heaven, I *11 throw at 
all: 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast. 
To answer twenty thousand such as you. 

Sur. My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 

Fitz. 'Tis very true : you were in presence then ; 
And you can witness with me, this is true. 

Sur. As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is 
true. 

Fitz. Surrey, thou liest. 

Sur. Dishonorable boy ! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 
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That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 
Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
In earth as quiet as thy father's scuD. 
In proof whereof, there is my honor's pawn : 
Engage it to the trial, if thou darest. 

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 
I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness. 
And spit upon him, whilst I say, he lies. 
And lies, and lies : there is my bond of faith. 
To tie thee to my strong correction. — 
As I intend to thrive in this new world,^ 
Aumerle is guilty of my true appeal. 
Besides, I heard the banish*d Norfolk say. 
That thou, Aumerle, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

Au, Some honest Christian trust me with a gage 
That Norfolk lies : here do I throw down this, 
If he may be repeal'd, to try his honor. 

Bol. These differences shall all rest under gaj^e. 
Till Norfolk be repeal'd : repeal'd he shall be. 
And, though mine enemy, restored again 
To all his land and signories : when he 's retum'd. 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. That honorable day shall ne'er be seen. 
Many a time hath banished Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian field 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross. 



i. e. where T liave jii«t begun to be an actor. 
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Against black pi^ns, Turks, and Saracens : 
And, toil'd with works of war, retired himsetf 
To Italy ; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country's earth. 
And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 
Under whose colors he had fought so long. 

Bol, Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead ? 

Car. As sure as I live, my lord. 

Bol. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the 
bosom 
Of good old Abraham ! Lords, appellants. 
Your differences shall all rest under gage. 
Till we assign you to your da3rs of trial. 

Enter york, attended. 

York. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck'd Richard, who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre jdelds 
To the possession of thy royal hand. 
Ascend his throne, descending now from him ; — 
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth. 

Bol. In God's name, I '11 ascend the regal throne. 

Car. Marry, God forbid ! — 
Worst in this royal presence may I speak. 
Yet best beseeming me to speak the truth. 
Would God, that any in this noble presence 
Were enoug^h noble to be upright judge 
Of noble Richard ; then true nobless * would 



* Mobl«nesfi. 
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Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 

What subject can give sentence on his king ? 

And who sits here, that is not Richard's subject ? 

Thieves are not judged, but they are by to hear» 

Although apparent guilt be seen in them : 

And shall the figure of God's majesty. 

His captain, steward, deputy elect, 

Anomted, crowned, planted many years. 

Be judged by subject and inferior breath. 

And he himself not present ? O, forfend it, God, 

That, in a Christian climate, souls refined 

Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr'd up by Heaven thus boldly for his king. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophesy, — 

The blood of English shall manure the ground. 

And future ages groan for this foul act ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels. 

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 

Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound ; 

Disorder, horror, fear, and mutiny 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 

The field of Golgotha and dead men's sculls. 

O, if you raise this house against this house. 

It will the wofullest division prove. 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth. 

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so ; 

Lest child, child's children, cry against you — Woe ! 
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North, Well have you argued, sir ; and, for your 
pains. 
Of capital treason we arrest you here. — 
My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. 
May't please you, lords, to grant the commons' 
, suit ? 

Bol. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

York. I will be his conduct. [Exit. 

Bol, Lords, you that here are under our arrest. 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [to Carlisle. 
And little look for at your helping hands. 

Re-enter tork, with king richahd, and Officers 
bearing the crown, 8fC, 

K. Ri, Alack, why am I sent for to a king. 
Before I have shook off the regal thoughts 
Wherewith I reign'd ? I hardly yet have leam'd 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbs : — 
Give sorrow leave awhile to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favors ^ of these men. Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry. All hail ! to me ? 
So Judas did to Christ ; but he, in twelve. 



> Countenance. 
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Found truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand, 

none. 
God save the king ! — Will no man say, Amen ? 
Am I both priest and clerk ? well then. Amen. 
God save the king ! although I be not he : 
And yet. Amen* if Heaven do think him me. 
To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

York, To do that office, of thine own good will. 

Which tired majesty did make thee offer ; 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 
K, Ri, Give me the crown. Here, cousin, seise 
the crown ; 
On this side, my hand ; and on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well. 
That owes ^ two buckets filling one another ; 
The emptier ever dancing in the air. 
The other down, unseen, and full of water. 
That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs ; whilst you moimt up on high. 
BoL I thought, you had been willing to resign. 
K, Ri. My crown, I am ; but still my griefs are 
mine. 
You may my glories and my state depose. 
But not my griefs : still am I king of those. 

BoL Part of your cares you give me with your 

crown. 
K, Ri, Your cares set up, do not pluck my cares 
down. » 



» OWTJS. 

rt. 



d by Google 



322 KINO RICHAKD II. ACT IT. 

My care is — loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is — gain of care, by new care won. 

The cares I give, I have, though given away : 

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 
BoL Are you contented to resign the crown } 
K. RL Ay, no ; — ^no, ay ; — ^for I must nothing 
be; 

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee. 

Now mark me, how I will undo myself : — 

I give this heavy weight from off my head. 

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand. 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart : 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm,* 

With mine own hands I give away my crown. 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 

With mine own breath release all duty's rites : 

All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 

My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes I deny. 

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke, that swear to thee ! 

Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved ; 

And thou with aU pleased, that hast all achieved ! 

Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit. 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save king Henry, unking'd Richard says. 

And send him many years of sunshine days ! — 

What more remains ? 



» Oil of consecration. 
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North, No more, but that you read 

[offering a paper. 
These accusations, and these grievous crimes. 
Committed by your person, and your followers. 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 
That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily deposed. 

K. Ri, Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weaved-up follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 
If thy offences were upon record. 
Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop. 
To read a lecture of them ? If thou wouldst. 
There shouldst thou find one heinous article, — 
Containing the deposing of a king. 
And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, 
Mark'd with a blot, damn'd in the book of Heaven : 
Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon. 
Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, — 
Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands. 
Showing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver'd me to my sour cross. 
And water cannot wash away your sin. 

North. My lord, despatch; read o'er these ar- 
ticles. 

K, RL Mine eyes are full of tears ; I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much. 
But they can see a sort ^ of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myseli. 
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I find myself a traitor with the rest : 
For I have given here my soul's consent. 
To undeck the pompous body of a king ; 
Make glory base, and sovereignty a slave. 
Proud majesty a subject, state a peasant. 

North. My lord, 

K, Ri, No lord of thine, thou haught,i insulting 
man. 
Nor no man's lord ; I have no name, no title, — 
No, not that name was given me at the font ; — 
But 'tis usurp'd. Alack the heavy day. 
That I have worn so many winters out, 
And know not now what name to call myself ! 
O, that I were a mockery king of snow. 
Standing before the sun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myself away in water drops ! 
Good king, — great king, — (and yet not greatly 

good) 
An if my word be sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a mirror hither straight ; 
That it may show me what a face I have. 
Since it is bankrupt of his * majesty. 

Bol. Go, some of you, and fetch a looking-glass. 

\_Exit an Attendant, 

North, Read o'er this paper, while the glass doth 
come. 

K, RL Fiend ! thou torment'st me ere I come to 
hell. 



Haughty. « Its. 
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BoL Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland. 

North, The commons will not then be satisfied. 

K. Ri. They shall be satisfied : I '11 read enough, 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that 's — myself. 

Re-enter Attendant, with a glass. 

Give me the glass, and therein will I read. — 

No deeper wrinkles yet ? Hath sorrow struck 

So many blows upon this flee of mine. 

And made no deeper wounds ? — O, flattering glass. 

Like to my followers in prosperity. 

Thou dost beguile me ! Was this face the face. 

That every day under his household roof 

Did keep ten thousand men ? Was this the face, 

l^hat, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 

Was this the face, that faced so many follies. 

And was at last outfaced by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory shineth in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

[dashes the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers. 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport ; — 
How soon my sorrow hath destroyed my face. 

BoL The shadow of your sorrow hath destroyed 
The shadow of your face. 

K, Ri, Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha ! let 's see ; — 
'Tis very true, my grief lies all within ; 
And these external manners of lament 
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Are merely shadows to the unseen grief. 
That swells with silence in the tortured soul ; 
There lies the substance : and I thank thee, kinsr. 
For thy great bounty, that not only givest 
Me cause to wail, but teachest rae the way 
How to lament the cause. I '11 beg one boon. 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall I obtain it ? 

BoL Name it, fair cousin^ 

K. Ri, Fair cousin ! I am greater than a king ; 
For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a subject, 
I have a king here to my flatterer. 
Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

BoL Yet ask. 

K. Ri. And shall I have ? 

Bol. You shall. 

K. Ri. Then give me leave to go. 

BoL Whither? 

K, RL Whither you will, so I were from your 
sights. 

BoL Go, some of you, convey him to the Tower. 

K, Ri, O, good! Convey? — Conveyers ^ are vou 
all. 
That rise thus nimbly by a true king's fall. 

[Exeunt King Richard, some Lords, and a Guard. 

BoL On Wednesday next we solemnly set down 



' Jugglers, robbers. 
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Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

[Exeunt all hut the Abbot, Bishop of Carlisle, and 
Att merle. 

Abbot, A woful pageant have we here beheld. 

Car, The woe 's to come : the children yet un- 
born 
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Au. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot, Before I freely speak my mind herein. 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury ^ mine intents, but also to eifect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise. 
I see, your brows are full of discontent. 
Your hearty of sorrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Ck>me heme with me to supper : I will lay 
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. [Exeunt, 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

London, A street leading to the Tower, 

Enter queen and Ladies, 

Queen, lliis way the king will come ; this is the 
way 

' Coficeal. 
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To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower,^ 
To whose flint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom'd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke. 
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king's queen. 

Unter king richard and Guards, 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see. 

My fair rose wither. Yet look up ; behold ; 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. 

Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 

Thou map of honor ; thou king Richard's tomb. 

And not king Richard ; thou most beauteoiis inn. 

Why should hard-favor'd grief be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 

K, Ri. Join not with grief ; fair woman, do not 
so. 
To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul. 
To think our former state a happy dream ; 
From which awaked, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet. 
To grim Necessity ; and he and I 
Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 
And cloister thee in some religious house. 
Our holy lives must win a new world's crown. 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 



1 The Tower of London, said to have been constructed by 
Julius Cesar. 
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Queen. What, is my Richard both in shape and 

mind 
Transformed and weakened ? Hath Bolingbroke 
Deposed thine intellect ? hath he been in thy heart ? 
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw. 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o'erpower*d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like. 
Take thy correction mildly ; kiss the rod ; 
And fawn on rage with base humility. 
Which art a lion, and the king of beasts ? 

K, Ri, A king of beasts, indeed; if aught but 

beasts, 
I had been still a happy king of men. 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 

France : 
Think, I am dead ; and that even here thou takest. 
As from my death-bed, my last living leave. 
In winter's tedious nights, sit by the fire 
With good old folks ; and let them tell thee tales 
Of wof ul ages, long ago betid ; * 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit ^ their griefs. 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 
For why, the senseless brands will sympathise 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue. 
And, in compassion, weep the fire out ; 
And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black. 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 



Happened." ^ llequite* 
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Enter Northumberland, attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
changed ; 
You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower : 
And, madam, there is order ta*en for you : 
With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K, Ri. Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal 
The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, — 
The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head. 
Shall break into corruption : thou shalt think. 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 
It is too little, helping him to all ; 
And he shall think, that thou, which know'st the 

way 
To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again. 
Being ne'er so little urged, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 
That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both. 
To worthy danger and deserved death. 

North. My guilfe be on my head, and there an 
end. 
Take leave, and part ; for you must part forthwith. 

K. Ri. Doubly divorced ? Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage ; 'twixt my crown and me ; 
And then betwixt me and my married wife. — 
Let me unkiss the oath 'twixt thee and me ; 
And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas made. 
Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north. 
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Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 
My wife to France, from whence, set forth in poin|). 
She came adorned hither like sweet May, 
Sent back like Hallowmas,* or shortest of day. 
Queen. And must we be divided ? must m b part t 
K, Ri, Ay, hand from hand, my love, and heart 

from heart. 
Queen, Banish us both, and send the king with me. 
North, That were some love, but little policy. 
Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 
K, RL So two, together weeping, make one woe. 
Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 
Better far off, than, near, be ne'er the near.* 
Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans. 
Queen, So longest way shall have the longest 

moans. 
K, Ri, Twice for one step I 'U groan, the way 
being short. 
And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 
Come, come, in wooing sorrow let 's be brief. 
Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief. 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part : 
II1US give I mine, and thus 1 take thy heart. 

[they kiss. 
Queen, Give me mine own again ; 'twere no good 
part. 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. 

[kiss again. 



1 i. e. All Saints Day, November 1st. 

' i. e. make no advance towards the good desired. 
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So, now I have mine own again, be gone. 
That I may strive to kill it with a groan. 

K. RL We make woe wanton with this fond 
delay. 
Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. [Exeunt 



SCENE II. 

The same, A room in the duke of York's palace. 
Enter york and his duchess. 

Duch, My lord, you told me, you would tell the 
rest. 
When weeping made you break the story off 
Of our two cousins coming into London. 

York. Where did I leave ? 

Duch. At that sad stop, my lord. 

Where rude misgovem'd hands, from windows* 

tops. 
Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard's head. 

York, Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling- 
broke. 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 
Which his aspiring rider seem'd to know, — 
With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course. 
While all tongues cried — * God save thee, Boling- 

broke ! ' 
You would have thought the very windows spake. 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls. 



d by Google 



Digitized by CnOOQ IC 



d by Google 



SCENE 11. KING RICHARD II. 333 

With painted imagery ,i had said at once, — 
• Jesu preserve thee ! welcome, Boiingbroke ! * 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's neck, 
Bespake them thus ; — * I thank you, countrymen :' 
And thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 

Duch, Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the 
while? 

York, As, in a theatre, the eyes of men. 
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage. 
Are idly bent on him that enters next. 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious ; 
Even so, or with much more contempt, men*s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God save 

lum; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home : 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off, — 
His face still combating with tears and smiles. 
The badges oY his grief and patience ; — 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted. 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 
But Heaven hath a hand in these events ; 
To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Boiingbroke are we sworn subjects now. 
Whose state and honor I for aye allow. 



Painted tapestry affixed to the walls. 
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Enter aumerle. 

Duch, Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. Aumerle that was , 

But that is lost, for being Richard's friend, 
And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 
I am in parliament pledge for his truth, 
And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duch. Welcome, my son. Who are the violets 
now. 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring ? 

Au. Madam, 1 know not, nor I greatly care not. 
God knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York. Well, bear you well in this new spring of 
time. 
Lest you be cropp'd before you come to prime. 
What news from Oxford? hold those justs ^ and 
triumphs ? 

Au. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 

York. You will be there, I know. 

Au. If God prevent it not, I purpose so. 

York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy 
bosom ? 
Yea^ look'st thou pale ? let me see tihe writing. 

Au. My lord, *tis nothing. 

fork. No matter then who sees it. 

be satisfied ; let me see the writing. 



> Tilts and tournaments. 
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Au, I do beseech your grace to pardon me. 
It is a matter of small consequence. 
Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 
York. Which, for some reasons, sir, I mean to 
see. 

I fear, I fear, 

Duch. What should you fear ? 

'Tis nothing but some bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparel, 'gainst the triumph day. 

York. Bound to himself? what doth he with a 
bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. — 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Au. I do beseech you, pardon me; I may not 

show it. 
York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 

[snatches it, and reads. 
Treason ! foul treason ! — villain ! traitor ! slave ! 
Duck. What is the matter, my lord ? 
York. Ho ! who is within there ? [Enter a Ser^ 
vant."] Saddle my horse. 
God for his mercy ! what treachery is here ! 
Duck. Why, what is it, my lord } 
York. Give me my boots, I say; saddle my 
horse : — 
Now by mine honor, by my life, by my troth, 
I will appeach the villain. [Exit Servant. 

Duck. What *s the matter ? 

York. Peace, foolish woman. 
Duch. I will not peace. — What is the matter, 
son? 
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An. Good mother, be content ; it is no more 
Than my poor life must answer. 

Dttch, Thy life answer ! 

Re-enter Servant, with hoots, 

York, Bring me my boots ; I will unto the king. 

Duck, Strike him, Aumerle. — ^Poor boy, thou art 
amazed. 
Hence, villain ; never more come in my sight. 

[to the Servant, 

York, Give me my boots, I say. 

Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do } 
Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ? 
Have we more sons, or are we like to have ? 
Is not my teeming date drunk up with time } 
And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age. 
And rob me of a happy mother's name ? 
Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York, Thou fond mad woman. 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy ? 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament. 
And interchangeably set down their hands. 
To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duch, He shall be none ; 

We 'U keep him here : then ^hat is that to him : 

York, Away, fond woman ! were he twenty times 
my son, 
I would appeach him. 

Duch, Hadst thou groan'd for him. 

As I have done, thou wouldest be more pitiful. 
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But now I know thy mind ; thou dost suspect* 

That I have been disloyal to thy bed. 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son. 

Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that mind : 

He is as like thee as a man may be ; 

Not like to me, or any of my kin ; 

And yet I love him. 

York. Make way, unruly woman. [Exit. 

Duck, After* Aumerle; mount thee upon his 
horse; 
Spur, post, and get before him to the king. 
And beg tliy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 
I 'U not be long behind ; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as fast as York ; 
And never will I nse up from the ground. 
Till fiolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away; be 
gone. lExeunt. 

SCEKB III. 

Windsor. A room in the castle. 

Enter bolinobrokb as king; perct, and other 
Lords. 

Bol. Can no man tell of my unthrifty son ? 
*Tis full three months, since I did see him last. 
If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. 
I would to God, my lords, he mieht be found. 
Inquire at London, 'mongst the taverns there ; 
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent. 
With unrestrained, loose companions ; 
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Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanea^ 
And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 
While he> young» wanton, and effeminate boy. 
Takes, on the point of honor, to support 
So dissolute a crew. 

Percy, My lord, some two days since I saw the 
prince ; 
And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford. 

BoL And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. iTs answer was, — ^he would unto the 
stews. 
And horn the commonest creature pluck a glove. 
And wear it as a favor ; and with that 
He would unhorse the lustiest challenger. 

BoL As dissolute as desperate ; yet, through both 
I see some sparkles of a better hope, 
ASITuch elder days may happily bring forth. 
But who comes here ? 

Enter aumerlb, hastily, 

Au. . Where is the king ? 

BoL What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly ? 
Au, God save your grace. I do beseech your 
majesty. 
To have some conference with your grace alone. 
BoL Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here 
alone. ^ [Exeunt Percy and Lordg, 

What is the matter with our cousin now ? 
Au, For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

IkneeUt, 
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My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon, ere I rise or speak. 

BoL Intended or committed was this fault ? 
If on the first, how heinous ere it be, 
To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. 

'Au. Then give me leave that I may turn the key. 
That no man enter tiU my tale be done. 

Bol. Have thy desire. [Aumerle locks the door. 
York. \mth%n,'\ My liege, beware ; look to thy- 
self; 
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there. 

Bol. Villain, I *11 make thee safe. [drawing. 

Au. Stay thy revengeful hand; thou hast no 

cause to fear. 
York, [within.'] Open the door, secure, fool-hardy 
king: 
Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[Bolinghroke opens the door. 

Enter york. 

Bol. What is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 
Recover breath : tell us how near is danger. 
That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou ^halt 
know 
The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Au. Remember, as thou read'st, thy promise past. 
I do repent me ; read not my name there. 
My heart is not confederate with my hand 
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York. Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down. 
I tore it from the traitor's bosom, king : 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence. 
Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

BoL O heinous, strong, and bold conspiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treacherous son ! 
Thou sheer,^ immaculate, and silver fountain. 
From whence this stream through muddy passages 
Hath held his current, and defiled himself ! 
Thy overflow of good converts to bad ; 
And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
lliis deadly blot in thy digressing * son. 

York, So shall my virtue be his vice's bawd ; 
And he shall spend mine honor with his shame. 
As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold* 
Mine honor lives when his dishonor dies, 
Or my shamed life in his dishonor lies. 
Thou kill'st me in his life ; giving him breath, 
The tndtor lives, the true man 's put to death. 

Duch, [trtVAm.] What ho, my liege! for God's 
sake, let me in. 

BoL What shrill-voiced suppliant makes this 
eager cry ? 

Duck, A woman, and thine aunt, great king; 
'tisl. 



Transparent. ' Transgressing. 
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Speak with me, pity me, open the door : 
A beggar begs, that never begg'd before. 

BoL Our scene is alter'd, from a serious thing. 
And now changed to ' The Beggar and the King.' * — 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in. 
I know, she 's ecHne to pray for your foul sin. 

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray. 
More sins, for this forgiveness, prosper may. 
This fester'd joint cut off, the rest rests sound ; 
This, let alone, will all the rest confound. 

Enter Ductfsss. 
Duch. O king, believe not this hard-hearted 



Love, loving not itself, none other can. 

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make * here ? 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear ? 

Duch. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, gentle 
liege. Ikneeis. 

Bol. Rise up, good aunt. 

Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech. 

Fcr ever will I kneel upon my knees. 
And never s^e day that the happy sees. 
Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy, 
Hy pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 



• An old ballad, so called. ^ Do. 
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Au. Unto my mother's prayers, I bend my knee. 

[kneels, 

York, Against them both my true joints bended 
be. Ikneels. 

lU mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Duck. Heads he in earnest ? Look upon his face : 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our 

breast : 
He prays but faintly, and would be denied ; 
We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside : 
His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 
Our kn^es shall kneel till to the ground they grow ; 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 
Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity. 
Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 

BoL Good aunt, stand up. 

Duck. Nay, do not say — stand uj> ; 

But, pardon, first ; and afterwards, stand up. 
An if I were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach. 
Pardon should be the first word of thy speech. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now ; 
Say, Pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how. 
The word is short, but not so short as sweet : 
No word like. Pardon, for kings' mouths go meet. 

York. Speak it in French, king; qbj, pardonnez 
moy,^ 

Duck. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? 



' Excuse me* 
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Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord. 
That set'st the word itself against the word ! — 
Speak, Pardon, as 'tis current in our land : 
The chopping French we do not understand. 
Thine eye begins to speak ; set thy tongue there , 
Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce. 
Pity may move thee pardon to rehearse. 

BoL Qood aunt, stand up. 

Duch, ' I do not sue to stand ; 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

Bol. I pardon him, as Grod shall pardon me. 

Duch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
Yet am I sick for fear : speak it again ; 
Twice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain. 
But makes one pardon strong. 

BoL With all my heart 

I pardon him. 

Duch. A god on earth thou art. 
• BoL But for our trusty brother-in-law, — and the 

abbot, 
With all the rest of that consorted crew. 
Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are. 
ITiey shall not live within this world, I swear ; 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell ; — and cousin too, adieu : 
Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 

Duch. Come, my old son; — I pray God, make 
thee new. [Eseunt. 



d by Google 



344 KING KICHAKD II. ACT T^ 

8CBNB IV. 

Enter exton and sbbvant. 

Eston, Didst thou not mark the king, what woraa 
he spake ? 
* Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear ? ' 
Was it not so ? 

Ser, Those were his very words. 

Exton. ' Have I no friend ? ' quoth he : he spake 
it twice. 
And urged it twice together ; did he not ? 
8^. He did. 

Exton, And, speaking it, he wistfully look'd on 
me; 
As who should say, — I would, thou wert the man 
That would divorce tnis terror from my heart ; 
Meaning, the king at Pomfret. Come, let 's go ; 
I am the king's Mend, and will rid his foe. 

[Exeunt. 

SCBNB V.^ 

Fomfret. The dungeon of the castle. 

Enter kino bichard. 

K. Ri. I have heen studying how I may compare 
This prison, where I live, unto the world : 
And, for because the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but myself, 
I cannot do it ; — yet I '11 hammer it out. 
My brain 1 '11 prove the female to my soul ; 
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My soul, the father ; and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding tiiooghts. 
And these same tiioughts people this little world^^ 
In humors, like the people of this world. 
For no thought is contented. The better sort,— 
As thoughts of things divine, — ^are intermiz'd 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the Word : 

As thus, ' Come, little ones :' and then again,^- 
' It is as hard to come, as for a camel 
To thread the postern * of a needle's eye.' 
Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls ; 
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themselves,— 
That they are not the first of Fortune's slaves. 
Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars. 
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame, — 
That many have, and others must sit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endured the like. 
Thus play I, in one person, many people. 
And none contented. Sometimes am I king ; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beg^^. 
And so I am : then crushing penury 



> i. e« my own frame. * K arrow •ntranco. 
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Persuades me I wa» better when a king. 
Then am I king-^d again ; and, by and by. 
Think that I am unking'd by Bolingbroke, 
^ And straight am nothing. But, whate'er I am. 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. 
With nothing shall be pleased, till he be eased 
With being nothing. — ^Music do I hear ? \mMS%e» 
Ha, ha t keep time. — How sour sweet music is, 
' When time is^ broke, and no proportion kept! 
So is it in the music of men's lives. 
And here have I the daintiness of ear. 
To check time broke in a disorder'd string ; 
But, for the concord of my state and time. 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 
I wasted time, and now doth time waste me ; 
For now hath time made me his numbering clock : 
My thoughts are minutes ; and. with sighs, they jar 
Their watches on unto mine eyes, the outward 

watch. 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point. 
Is pointing still, in deansing them from tears. 
Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is. 
Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart* 
Which is the bell : so sighs, and tears, and groans. 
Show minutes, times, and hours : — ^but my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy. 
While I stand fooling here, his Jack o' the clock.^ 
This music mads me ; let it sound no more ; 



Striking for him. like an automaton. 
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For, though it have holp madmen to their wits. 
In me, it seems, it will make wise men mad. 
Yet, blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 
For 'tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch ^ in this aU-hating world. 

Enter groom. 

(rroom. Hail, royal prince ! 

K, RL Thanks, noble peer ; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear. 
What art thou ? and how comest thou hither. 
Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king. 
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards 

York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes * royal master's face. 
O, how it yeam'd my heart, when I beheld. 
In London streets, that coronation day. 
When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary ! 
That horse, that thou so often hast bestrid ; 
That horse, that I so carefully have dress'd ! 

K, Ri. Rode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle 
friend. 
How went he under him ? 

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain'd the ground. 



' As ancommon as a brooch which i» no longer in fiashion. 
* Former. 



d by Google 



848 KDre sichabd ii. act v. 

jr. jRt. So proud tliat Bdlingbroke was on his 
back! 
That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not stumble ? Would he not fall down, 
(Since pride must have a fall) and break the neck 
Of that proud man that did usurp hir back ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee. 
Since thou, created to be awed by man. 
Wast bom to bear ? I was not made a horse ; 
And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 
Spur-gall'd and tired by jaundng Bolingbroke. 

Enter kbbpeb with a dish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay. 

[to the Groom. 
K. Ri. If thou love me, 'tis time thou wert away. 
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my 
heart shall say. [JE^. 

Keep. My lord, will 't please you to fall to ? 
K. Jli. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; sir Pierce of Exton, 
who 
Lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 
K. Ri. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, and 
thee! 
Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

[beats tJiC Keeper. 
Keep. Help, help, help ! 
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Enter xxtok aHif Servants, wmed. 

K. Ri, How now? what means death in tins 
mde assault ? 
Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instrument. 
[snatching a weapon, and killing one. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. 

[he kills another ; then Exton strikes him down. 
That hand shall bum in neyer-quenching fire. 
That staggers thus my person. Exton, thy fierce 

nand 
Hath with the king's blood stain'd the king's own 

land. 
Mount, mount, my soul ! thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. 

[dies. 
Ext on. As full of valor as of royal blood : . 
Both have I spilt ; O, woula the aeed were good ! 
Fpr now the devil, that told me — I did well. 
Says, that tiiis deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead king to the living king I 'U bear ; — 
Take hence the rest, and give tiiem burial here. 

[Eseunt. 

SCBKB YI. 

Windsor. A room in the castle. 

Florish. Enter bolinobboks and tobk, with Lords 
and Attendants, 

Bol. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear. 
Is — that the rebels have consumed with fire 



d by Google 



350 KINO BICHABD II, ACT T. 

Our to\ni of Cicester in Glostershire ; 

But whether they be ta'en or slain, we hear not. 

Enter nobthumbebland. 

Welcome, my lord. What is the news ? 

North, First, to thy sacred state wish I all hap- 
piness. 
The next news is, — I have to London sent 
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent s 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

[presenting a paper. 

Bol, We thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

JEnter fitzwateb. 

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to 
London 
The heads of Brocas and sir Bennet Seely; 
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors, 
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 

Bol, Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot : 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter pebct, with the bishop of cablislb. 

Per. The grand conspirator, abbot of West-^ 
minster. 
With dog of conscience, and sour melancholy* 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave ; 
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But here is Carlisle living, to abide 

Thy kingly doom» and sentence of his pride* 

BoL Carlisle, this is your doom : — 
Choose out some secret place« some leverend 

room. 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life t 
So, as thou livest in peace, die free from strife : ^ 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever b^en. 
High sparks of honor in thee have I seen. 

Enter bxton, with Attendants bearing a coffin, 

Exton, Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear : herein all breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 
Richard of Bourdeaux, by me hither brought. 

Bol. Exton, I thank thee not; for thou hast 
wrought 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand^ 
Upon my head, and all this famous land. 

Eston, From your own mouth, my lord, did ! 
this deed. 

BoL They love not poison that do poison need. 
Nor do I thee : though I did wish him dead, 
I hate the murderer, love him murdered. 
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy labor ; 
But neither my good word, nor princely favor : 
With Cain go wander through the shade of night, 
And never show thy head by day nor light. 
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of woe. 
That blood should sprinkle me. to make me grow* 
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Come, moam with me for what I do lament. 

And put on sullen black incontinent : > 

1 11 make a voyage to the Holy Land, 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March sadly after ; grace my mournings here. 

In weeping after this untimely bier. lEseunt. 



Immediately. 
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